Except for the money. That's what she sees instead of 
my hairy lumpy sac hanging old and slapping ever so 
rudely, steadily, gently onto her chin and supple 
Japanese neck. My cock in the back of its throat, 
sliding against that lifeless tasteless tongue, her teeth 
high and low in her breathing mouth absentmindedly 
but conscious of my hard hot skin and thick cabled 
vein and hair and stretched to pain spongy cock head. 
| like this photo. 

| like what happened. 

The space between his cock and his fingers is 
just barely a foot or two, encompassing that child's 
entire body in its expanse. In his shadow. His 
intention. His reality. So compact is she. So small and 
sold and ready. 

| paid this whore. 

| paid for this magazine. 

Bottom runging. 

| know if | ejaculate into her mouth, she'll 
pull back in fear. | don’t need an uncomfortable 
moment, not when this is what | worked up to. 

| feel the sperm in my crotch collecting, | feel 
the cords in my spine arching, | feel my cock pursing 
and dribbling pre-cum. 

| pull out and masturbate myself. Just once, 
twice, a few times hard quick strokes and juts, down 
my rather dry length into her face. The magazine is 
still on her head, she politely stays in place, rooted, 
naked little tits to the floor as | cum all over her chest 
and arms as | point down and she doesn't flinch, 
doesn't move away, keeps the magazine open to that 
little fingerfuck and blow-job tongue. 

That little girl in the room with those two 
cocks. The cameraman had to have a piece. I'd like to 
see more shots, one after another, of what happened — 
pity this is a collection of scenes like the Japanese 
are so fucking fond of. | want to see more eyes. More 
fingers stuck in up there and more tongue and mouth. 

More cocaine. More vomit that | don't smell 
or hide. That rains down on tears and bruises badly 
covered in wine and bad make-up to cut the glare. 

| focused on the magazine, not the mouth. 
Not the head | fucked into. My dick slid in and out of 
someone else’s life but | didn't even watch, couldn't 
see it and the fucking child getting raped up to some 
boney ring finger slosh and dig and dig. 

Let them cum huge thick loads of white porno 
jism into that throat; down that open gullet and 
choking sold tears. 

Sperm spills down from my pisshole. | stroke 
it clean, Let the cum dangle like snot, in long 
gelatinous globs that stretch and connect to her 
chest, Japanese tits with slightly brownish nipples 
being something of a purer breed, | suppose, and 
soak into the dust and dirt in the hotel carpet. 

Lick it. Lick it, don't suck. 

As my penis slowly grows soft, too quickly 


actually, as | hold it and start to drag my fingers into 
and around my sinking ball sac flesh, a couple of my 
fingers getting nice and close to my asshole. My 
thumb rooted against the heavy base of my pubic hair 
and cock. 

Lick it and I'll pay you extra yen. I'll give you 
a tip. Bad pun. 

She does. Cleans my cock. My AIDS. No long 
stem tongue drag and slurps. Just workman mouth 
swallows and envelope and cheeks drawn in to smack. 
Puts her head on it and dives in. 

| like it flaccid and in her face. The magazine 
has been placed on the bed to the side. | keep my 
hands away from her head and let her do her job. This 
time. For awhile. 

| move out clean. Mouth spit clean. All my 
cock stink is left on her tongue, | suppose, | hope. 
She'll draw it back into her mouth and swallowing air 
and spit she'll taste all of my money in her gut and 
retch. For her to take home. Or back to her closet or 
fixing room or wherever, like she always has done. 

| could've had her move her head. Had a 
proper blow-job like she’s been trained. | could've 
easily put the magazine on the bed and turned my 
head to it as she kept the same position. Turning the 
pages with one arm outstretched every now and again. 

| could've instructed her to turn the page. 

Stop sucking and find me a nice little 
damage. 

| didn't need her head still. It's how | wanted 
it. | just wanted to fuck a face — her face, as it turned 
out. Her mouth, her head, her foreign existence and 
everyone she's ever known or been paid to be fucked 
by. 

|, at that particular time, wanted that 
information. Next time I'll want anybody else. Next 
time | won't need a head at all. Next time | won't 
need the magazine. 

Next time | won't be able to. 

| just made my money work for me. 

And | know what fantasy is, and what safety 
is, and what | did and what | paid and exactly what | 
got. 

Next time I'll be breathing it all in. 

This was no coveted moment. This was a part 
| purchased. | own all of her reality and the most 
interesting thing — the most amazing thing — for me is 
that she — that anybody — is completely immaterial. 


TOOL 


ONE 


SEVERAL TIMES DURING THE RECORDING, 
BOTH BRADY AND HINDLEY COULD BE HEARD 
ORDERING THE CHILD TO PUT SOMETHING—A 
GAG, PERHAPS—IN HER MOUTH. 

— THE TRIAL OF IAN BRADY & MYRA HINDLEY, 
JONATHAN GOODMAN 


THERE IS NOT MUCH DOUBT THAT THE CHILD 
WAS SUBMITTED TO GROSS INDIGNITIES AFTER 
THE PHOTOGRAPHS WERE TAKEN AND, 
PRESUMABLY, BETWEEN THE TWO PERIODS WHEN 
SHE SEEMS TO HAVE BEEN GAGGED. THE 
TRANSCRIPT MAY BE READ IN MORE THAN ONE 
WAY, BUT ONLY ONE OF THEM REALLY MAKES 
SENSE. 

—ON INIQUITY, PAMELA HANFORD JOHNSON 


AND WHEN IT IS REALIZED THAT LESLEY ANN 
DOWNEY HAD BEEN CALMED DOWN ENOUGH TO 
OBEY NINE DETAILED ORDERS, AND SO WAS 
UNLIKELY SUDDENLY TO UTTER A HYSTERICAL 
CRY, IT BECOMES CLEAR THAT THERE WAS NO 
PRACTICAL NEED TO USE A SCARF AT ALL. A 
CHILDISH SYMBOL OF CRUELTY, VENTED ON A 
CHILD. 

—MYRA HINDLEY: INSIDE THE MIND OF A 
MURDERESS, JEAN RITCHIE 


OR IS IT NOT MORE FEASIBLE, AS MANY WHO 
LISTENED TO THE TAPE BELIEVE, THAT THIS EVIL 
COUPLE WERE HAVING A LAST LITTLE SEXUAL 
GIGGLE WITH THIS WRETCHED LITTLE GIRL? WAS 
IT NOT MORE LIKELY THAT MYRA WAS GLOATINGLY 
INSISTING THAT LESLEY TAKE BRADY’S PENIS 
INTO HER MOUTH—AT LEAST IN THE EARLY 


STAGES OF THE TAPE? 
—THE MONSTERS OF THE MOORS, JOHN 
DEANE POTTER 


SEVEN PHOTOGRAPHS AND | HAD SEEN ONLY 
TWO. SEVENTEEN MINUTES OF TAPE AND | HAD 
HEARD ONLY A MINUTE OR LESS. WHAT 
UNIMAGINABLE MONSTROSITIES REMAIN HIDDEN 
FROM ME? THEY DO NOT REMAIN UNIMAGINED. 
THROUGH THE SLEEPING TABLETS AND 
TRANQUILIZERS THE IMAGES INSIST ON 
SMEARING THEMSELVES ACROSS MY BRAIN. 
MAYBE THE IMAGINED HORRORS ARE WORSE 
THAN LESLEY HAD TO SUFFER...BUT WHAT IF 
THEY ARE NOT? WHAT IF BRADY AND HINDLEY'S 
SICK IMAGINATION DREAMED UP MORE THAN | 
COULD TO FUEL THEIR FOUL, DEADLY GAMES? 

—FOR THE LOVE OF LESLEY, ANN WEST 


My probation officer insisted on me seeing a 
psychiatrist, as was her option as part of my 
sentencing. The moron she hooked me up with had 
his office walls splattered with these incredible 
drawings by sexually abused kids. Big circle faces 
crying blue tears. Angry crayon-scratched houses. Sad 
eyes and mean mouths. But also cheesy flowers and 
sailboats and parks and green footballs. 

As clearly damaged as the Customs agent who sat 
in on my questioning, this closet case rolls up his 
sleeves, just like his college professor told him to, and 
asks me how often I jerk off. 


You're such a pretty girl. You shouldn't cry. Such 
a dear. Those tears aren't pretty, are they? Look at 
me, stupid. Now— 


Are... Those...Fucking...Tears...Pretty?...Cunt? 

Do you like making your mommy cry? Do you like 
that? Huh? The poor fucking woman. You selfish little 
brat; you cunt. How do you think she feels, huh? Huh, 
cunt? How terrible you are. How mean. How mean 
and cruel to your mother you are. Don't you feel 
horrible? Making her cry. Making her hurt so badly. | 
think you're absolutely terrible. A fucking brat. 
Fucking horrible cunt. Shame on you. 

Now there, there. Crying won't help. You already 
made your mommy cry. Nothing can help your mom 
now. She feels very, very bad, and you did it. You 
can't change that...cunt. You're a cunt, and momma's 
gonna cry for-fucking-ever. Your momma's gonna miss 
you something awful. She will never get over you 
leaving her and never coming back. You're killing her. 

It's all your fault. 

Do you think mommy's out looking for you? Do 
you think she’s worried about you? Can't you just see 
her?...Walking through your once-happy home, her 
eyes swollen almost shut from the continuous stream 
of tears, hands clamped to the sides of her head as 
she mumbles....She's yattering your name over and 
over and over. Can't you just see her? Her blotchy 
middle-aged face covered with scratches and her 
dress all mussed and caked with the makeup and 
mascara that slipped and slid from her wrinkles and 
crow's fucking feet. You're driving your mother crazy. 
She's losing her mind from worry and fear. All 
because of you. She’s pulling her hair out. She's 
tugging at her cheeks. Poking at her eyes. ‘Cause she 
misses you, she’s afraid for you. She wants her little 
baby back. Her darling daughter. She wants to hold 
you. She wants to press your head against her chest 
and kiss your forehead. Do you like it when mommy 
hugs you? Do you feel safe then? You love your 
momma, don’t you? Do you like to kiss her and feel 
her warmth next to you? No one can hold you like 
momma, right? Don’t you wish you were there right 
now? Mmm. You'll never see her again, you know. 
That's right. You'll never see your beautiful mother 
again. Ever. Never, ever. 

Nope. No more hugs from mommy. No more love. 
From anyone. No one loves you anymore. No one 
cares if you live or die. Your mom cares, | guess. So, 
l'm sorry—I made a mistake. No one but your mom 
cares. But you'll never see your mom again...so...1 
guess...no one fucking cares for this poor fucking 
little fucking cunt who sits in front of me, crying like 
a big fucking baby. Cry, cry. Crybaby. Fucking cunt 
crybaby. Cunt. Bitch. Fucking pig. Fucking pussy. 

You really are disgusting. You really are. 

| want to hurt you so fucking bad. 

I'm really gonna make you cry. You're going to cry 
so much more, you'll think your eyes are going to 
melt. Those crybaby tears are going to burst open your 
eyes and rip deep red streaks straight through your 


face. You are absolutely doomed, my sweet thing. I'm 
gonna hurt you so much. 

I'm going to see you dead. I’m gonna look down 
at your pale, bruised, and bloodied corpse and 
masturbate. I'm going to run my fingers through your 
matted hair—I'm going to let my callused fingers get 
caught and tangled in the blood and sweat and 
grease. I'm going to pry your wounds further apart and 
peel off the dried blood and carve new holes in your 
corpse so | can fuck your entire ten-year-old being. 

Dear, | will watch you die a horrible death. But 
then, that’s the last thing you'll know—death will be a 
relief. Because I'm going to hurt you so much. ‘Cause 
| love to hurt you. | want to hurt you and other little 
girls. And you'll be dead and gone, but I'll still be 
around to hurt your friends. 

| like to watch you cry. It gives me such a hard- 
on. Do you know what a hard-on is? Cunt? Have you 
ever heard of a boner? An erection? A blood-engorged 
penis? No? A hard-on is for you. That’s right. Just for 
you. It’s what defines your entire existence. It’s what 
made you. It’s what drove your stupid fucking father 
to plug your disgusting pig-slut of a mother and 
produce you. But it's more than that. Because, really, 
your father's imbecility and your mother’s greed are 
hardly worth dwelling on here. An erection, which is 
another name for a big fucking hard-on, is what forces 
men—lesser men—to lower themselves to even 
consider women. You didn't know that, did you? You 
see, men and women are very different, and yours is a 
rather sorry lot. 

OK. A quick sex lesson, A quick sex-education 
class for a pretty little girl whose destiny hardly 
demands such an education, but whose innocence 
and puffy, wide eyes tell me she deserves it. But be 
forewarned, my sweet pupil—your concerned parent or 
guardian would want me to be sure | told you this— 
certain graphic details may be offensive to more 
sensitive and, um, vulnerable individuals. 

Let me show you something. Let me show 
you...this. You wanna kiss it, cunt? Feel my balls? 
Wanna suck the head? You wanna lick it like a 
lollipop? How ‘bout my piss, cunt...you wanna drink 
my piss, cunt? You want to get down on your knees 
and pray to it? Get down on your knees! Get down on 
your knees and thank your God that this cock will 
soon be spewing cum all over your child's body. Pray 
thanks to God for bringing you here. 

| like to rub my dick when you cry. | like to put 
my hand here—just at the base of the shaft and 
massage up and down like this. Slowly. Slowly. Just 
like this. | want you to cry now. Cry harder, before | 
slap your baby-fat flesh off your fucking face. And 
then I'm going to make you lick this shit that shoots 
out the end of this monster. 

See that hole there? See it? Stick your tongue 
out. Stick it out further, you brain-dead cunt. Little 


Miss Brain-Damaged. Stick it out and taste the tip of 
my sweaty dick. I'm going to fuck you so hard and so 
bad. Oh, dear, my little dear. My little sweetheart— 
you're going to pray to die. 

Mmm-hmm. 

Oh, fuck off—l am terribly sorry. | was about to 
give you an education. Please do forgive me. You'll 
see my little digression was understandable under the 
circumstances. In fact, | think that you'll find it an 
aid to better understanding the following concepts: 
Men, you see, tend to give themselves over to their 
erections, and, often, they think of nothing else but 
satisfying the urge to cum. Thoughtless, yes, | think 
we can agree. 

Allow me to continue. Women, one of which you'll 
be quite lucky not to evolve into, thank you, are fairly 
worthless. Honestly, | can't think of a single thing 
they're good for in this day and age. I'm in the 
minority with this line of thinking, unfortunately, and 
my fellow man has allowed pigs like your mothers and 
sisters a sad degree of attention, which, of course, 
they wield as power. Men have surrendered this power 
because they lack the personal strength to step in 
front of this—the thing most men view as their sole 
reason for existing. Their instinctual responsibility, if 
you will. That’s right—this red bastard, which is just 
the perfect size for your mouth, cunt, and butthole, is 
the be-all and end-all of most men’s lives. Just like 
your father's. 

Pathetic, isn’t it? 

Now, don’t get me wrong. | don’t want to sound 
bitter or deluded—| mean, I'm sure that somewhere, 
somehow, there is a reason for animals such as 
yourself, be it biological or otherwise. But just now— 
you know, today, this year, this generation, | just can't 
see it. And given that there’s no such thing as Santa 
Claus, you girls really make no sense at all. 

You don't believe in Santa, do you? 

You see, my dear, trusting student, this is reality. 
This is what makes sense. Your situation right at this 
very moment. This is the way it is. 

Dog. 

You can imagine huge piles of women—rows and 
rows of dead female bodies all deposited amongst 
stinking garbage heaps and dirt-filled burial pits—and 
no one would be the poorer. No one would mind. 
There's too many of you things. You've never been 
something to worry about individually. 

And, honestly, you're all as stupid as shit. 

Though, still, I’m quite looking forward to fucking 
you up. 

Tell me, do all worldly things have one purpose? 
One reason for being? Just like they tell you in 

church? Do you go to church, you hypocritical pile of 
cunt-spew? Did your mother and father bundle you up 
and parade you down to that fucking hole where 
everyone pretends to care? How sweet. Truly, how 


sweet. 

But you know there's no real truth there, don’t 
you? What, can you tell me, is the sole reason for 
being? Is it God? Power? Money? Is it possible to do 
unto others as you would have others do unto you? 
What makes sense to you? What is the sole reason for 
being, cunt? What is it, cunt? Do you know, cunt? Do 
you want me to tell you, cunt? Huh, cunt? 

It is to serve me. 

| am God. 

And | bring you reality. This is everything you will 
ever know. You've reached the absolute. You've arrived 
at the pinnacle of being and purpose. Lucky girl. | 
bring you, and you're a most unworthy piece of filth, 
the most pure of all philosophies. The knowledge that 
will ultimately set you free. The only existing truth. 

You get to have your body cut and bruised by my 
punches. Have your tiny nipples ripped off by my 
teeth. Have a yellow holy-water shower and bathe 
resplendent in the ascendant social allegories 
contained in a heady stream of hot piss. Yes, imagine 
your deep sense of pride and honor as you lovingly 
lick out the inside of my asshole. 

Imagine the nobility—the ascetic delight—that 
lights your face as | bust your cherry during your first 
and last sexual experience. 

Such a lucky girl. 

Now, I'd like to see you cry again. 

And don't worry, dear, I'm just being facetious. 
The truth is, I'm certainly not so stupid to think that 
there’s only one reason to our existence. But you knew 
that, didn’t you? It’s just that, now as always, I’m not 
bothered at all by your purpose or, indeed, your sense 
of self. 

It doesn’t matter in the slightest. 

And, if | may be so bold, your present situation 
seems to suggest that it can't mean much to anyone 
else. 

Being forever female, you're just too easy to 
understand. However, I'll admit to musing over your 
psychology as far as it concerns enjoying my day. 
That’s all the flattery you're allowed, sweetness. 

What do you know about...convenience? 

...love? 

What do you know about compromise? 

What do you know about humiliation? 

| think your God wants you to suffer. | think your 
God, and remember that's me, wants you to stop 
involving him in your filth. 

Your innocence is very exciting, my dear. You 
cunt. You are just a cunt. 

And | think it's very important for you to know 
that, if you were allowed to grow into a woman—but 
don't worry, as you won't—but if you were allowed, 
then along with the sweating and moaning and licking 
and fondling and groping and sucking and spitting— 
arm-in-arm with all that passes for, um, sharing— 


somewhere amongst all that—there is love. And 
respect. Mustn’t forget respect. 

Do you believe me? Are you so innocent? 

No, of course not. I'm teasing you, aren't 1? You 
know it as well. There is no such thing as love or 
respect, is there? 

If there is none, then what have we? Do you 
know? 

There is pain. 

That we know. 

For sure. 

There can be unbelievable amounts of pain. 

Physical pain. 

And suffering. 

And brutality. 

And satisfaction. 

Now ask yourself this question: What do | know, 
and what have | been through tonight? And tell me— 
do you think your God has deserted you? Your money? 
Santa? 

You're so young. Your mind is so full of yourself 
that you barely compare to a bowl of Jell-O. But your 
innocence is slowly starting to annoy me. Fuck’s sake, 
you, just like your mother and all of her pig kind, are 
so easily fooled. The fairy tales only work up to a 
certain point. And it’s nice to know that your mother’s 
bubble will burst at about the same time as yours. 

Yes, dear. Oh, yes, ma'am, | believe in love. And 
in forgiveness. And respect. 

Think now—of how painful the rest of your 
mommy's life is going to be. How she'll hurt from the 
moment she notices you're gone ‘til the day she dies. 
How she'll never be able to think of anything else. 
How 

nothing else will ever matter. How no other 
thoughts will be able to push the images of your pain 
and torture and desperate death out of her mind. You 
will always be there—like a Catholic’s bleeding and 
crying Christ on a cross—in the forefront of her mind. 
Everything she does from now on will be controlled by 
images of you laughing in your crib turning into 
images of you, silent in your casket. 

Maybe you should beg for mercy. 

Remember this—and this'll be the last word on 
the subject, | promise—the pain felt by others is 
never as bad as the pain you feel. 

Can you, for example, imagine anything as 
fucking stupid as the efforts designed to save the 
fucking African hippo or North American lab hamster? 
Can you imagine? Don't tell me about the chain—the 
food chain, the ecological chain, or the great karma 
chain. | don't know any fucking hippos. Fucking 
morons. Quite honestly, | get a fair charge from 
vivisection. 

Do you have a dog, dear? 

A cat? 

A fucking parakeet? Favorite squirrel? Fish? 


Roach? A head louse you've grown particularly fond 
of? 

Well, then—it’s all the same to us, isn’t it? People 
who want to save animals are the same people who 
can't even talk to other people. You see, animals, 
being stupid and instinctual, are rather safe company 
for these loathsome ne’er-do-wells who like to worry 
about the planet. Vegetarians worried about the 
treatment of fucking cows and pigs—fuck's sake, it's 
enough to put you off your supper. 

I've seen some wonderful footage of animal pain. 
| like it a lot. It's a damned good source of 
amusement. But | am always left a bit empty 
afterwards, I'm afraid. Animals don’t provide quite the 
right kick—it’s OK for a while. Good fun watching 
dogs and cats and pigs and monkeys howl and shriek. 
But there's just not enough—pardon the pun—meat. 
When one enjoys the torture of another, one wants to 
feel the full reality of the situation. You want the 
baggage that comes with the person. You'll see what | 
mean, firsthand, soon enough. You do like to know 
that the person has some degree of humanity. For 
example, if they're homosexual or Republican. 
Generally happy or sad, the way they dress and the 
reason they picked that particular look for that 
particular day. You like to feel their conscience. Gives 
their pain a resonance. 

What else are animals good for? Did | ever tell you 
‘bout the time me and a couple of friends shot to 
death a possum with our BB guns? Great fun—we 
were pretty young, and the fucking thing seemed 
huge. Fuck knows what the bastard was doing in our 
neighborhood. It took forever to die, and no one 
believes me when | say this, but | guarantee you— 
that beast, who was bleeding from everywhere, cried. | 
saw tears drop from those eyes. ‘Course we were 
aiming for the eyes but never seemed to hit ‘em, | 
think, until it was already dead. Stupid thing ran into 
a corner somewhere in an alley and just shook from 
fear. It didn't fight—just took each shot, one after 
another, and pushed itself tighter into the corner. 
Screamed, of course. Good fun, good times—and it all 
seemed pleasantly natural. 

But it’s all like looking at photos or TV footage of 
thousands killed by hurricanes or gas attacks in Iraq. 
It has little effect. Those people have no personalities. 
They're just dead meat. Their only reason for existing 
is to be there on my TV screen while | eat my dinner. 
There is no feeling there. None at all. 

Cancer is a much more personal death. | love 
shows on cancer. The victims and their families are so 
pathetic. Honestly—mothers and relatives and friends 
all gathered around some dumb sap’s bed, holding 
hands and rubbing the soon-to-be-deceased’s arms 
and legs. | like when people cry. | like to watch. And 
there's a world of difference between watching 
someone, say, a sister, bawl over her brother as he 


rots away from the inside, and a fat, hooded female 
covered in warts and burlap cry over her son who's 
died of dysentery as part of some ridiculous mass 
epidemic, Give me a break. They're not people— 
they're not even entertainment. Barely a diversion. It’s 
OK for TV, but nothing more. 

Your predicament is much more special. | 
certainly don’t mean to lump you in with all the rest. 
My sweet little beatific doll. You are special. 
Extremely special. Why, after all, you're the most 
important thing on earth, aren't you? Yes, of course 
you are. You deserve all this attention. Don’t all little 
girls feel that way? Isn't that unique to your way of 
thinking? No. | don't think so, either. It's just that 
you're here now. Waiting for things to be done for you. 
To you. 

Do you want to go home? 

Yes? 

Do you want to see mommy again? And your 
father? Are you lucky enough to have a little baby 
brother? Or sister? Do you want to be safe in bed at 
home and nestled tightly, securely, in mommy's arms? 
| know you do. But you can’t. You'll never see anyone 
you like—love—again. You're going to die. 

And it’s going to hurt very much. 

Would you like to know how I'm going to hurt 
you? Where I'm gonna ram that hard-on | showed you? 
Would you like to see it again? Taste it some more? 
Huh, slut? You want me to grind it so deep into your 
very being that you pass fucking out? Completely 
unconscious—just because your tender, lithe li'l body 
can't handle the extreme, um, sensations. 

| want to see you naked. NOW! | want you to get 
undressed. | want you to take off your clothes. The 
way mommy taught you. Pull your top off over your 
head and shimmy out of those pants. 

Do you know what kiddie porn is? 

You have such a beautiful body. 

Yeah, don't believe it. 

Do you know what these are? 

Have you ever seen your daddy shave his face? In 
the morning—have you ever watched him in front of 
the mirror with cream all over his face? When he looks 
just like Santa Claus? 

These are toys. Fun toys. Here. Sharp, isn’t it? Be 
careful, dear. Hold it in your palm. Give it back now. 
There's a good girl. 

There's a good girl. Not a terribly bright gir—but 
a good girl. 

Mommy told you to be careful with sharp things, 
didn’t she? 

Didn't she? 

Answer... 

What? 

Pardon? 

Excuse me? 

Answer me, now, cunt... 


SHUT UP! 

Cunt. 

Why does mommy want you to be careful? 

Why? 

Because sharp things can cut us, Right? They 
hurt us. 

If we're not careful. 

Never eat sharp things. 

Put this in your mouth. 

Open up. 

Open up. Wide. 

This won't hurt. | was only kidding. See? It’s just 
a toy. It’s just pretend. It's not really sharp. Now open 
your mouth and see. 

Open your fucking mouth, or I'll smash it open. 

Now. 

Cunt. 

Stick this in. 


Shut up. 

Quit your crying. 

And stop your yelling. 

You're giving me a headache. 

Shut the fuck up. 

You're getting blood all over the fucking place. 

Wipe yourself. 

Clean yourself up. 

Hurts, doesn't it? 

Yes, | know, baby. There, there... 

Shhhh... 

Shut the fuck up before | fucking rip your head 
off. You stupid little baby. You wanna chew on another 
razor blade? Then shut up. Stop crying and yelling 
and drooling and bleeding and...Jesus fuck, you're a 
fucking mess. Fucking pig. You really should have 
known better. Shut your trap or I'll hit you again. 

I'll cut your lip again. 

You want me to yank your teeth out? 

I'll slice your lips up all over again if you don't 
stop crying. 

This is not going to end, dear. You're going to be 
like this for a long time. This isn't going to be any 
fun—not for you, anyway—so be quiet, starting now. 
You really are giving me a headache. 

You see, this is a real lesson in life for you. A lot 
of good it's going to do you. But, just for the sake of 
letting you know, here’s some of the very female fun 
you're going to be missing. After men cum—and 
that’s what you call it, like when | had that icky stuff 
shoot out of my penis—after we cum, we really don't 
want to be bothered with your type. You know, you've 
served your purpose and, really, women have 
absolutely nothing to offer after that. You're a bucket. 
So, thank you, it was a magnificent cum, and | do 
appreciate your bleeding and crying, but I'm rather 


tired of it now. 

So do us both a favor, alright? Shut it. 

Look—you’re getting blood all over your tiny tits 
and all over your face and in your hair and...look— 
look what's happening. You're about to get me hard 
again. | can feel it in my balls. It's that combination 
of tears and blood. Honestly, a better cocktail | 
couldn't imagine. 

C’mere and let me see those cuts in your mouth. 
C’mere and let me see those slashes in your cheeks 
and lips. Does it hurt? Does it hurt when | fucking 
squeeze it, you little fucking cunt? Huh? You slimy 
fuck. You cunt. Cry harder, you bitch. Cry for me. 
Scream louder, You cunt. You baby fucking cunt. 
Scream. Keep crying. OK? OK? Huh, cunt? Can't you 
fucking scream any louder? You like that? Do ya, you 
fuck? Huh? You bucket. You hole. You filth. 

Y'know, it's a good thing you don’t have much 
longer to live, dear—you'd rather not suffer the rest of 
your life with those scars. 

Imagine how hard it would be to get a boyfriend. 
No one would want you, my dear. Don't believe that 
shit about personalities—I know way too many lonely 
fat people. These scars would put you right up there 
with dwarves in the eligibility department. 

C’mere and wipe your mouth off on my cock. 

| want my cock soaked with your blood and baby 
tears. 

Tell me what's sweeter—my cum or your blood? 
What's warmer? Your blood running down your throat, 
or my cum sliding down it? What feels worse? Do the 
muscles in my cock make the rips in your mouth ache 
even worse? Yeah? 

What about my piss? 

Is my piss the warmest yet? 

What's worse, love? 

What really makes you cry? 

Your face is becoming really ugly. Where did all 
those bruises come from? My good Lord, who did this 
to you? Who would hurt you? What kind of maniac 
would do these sorts of things—these horrible, bestial 
things—to such a sweet, innocent girl? 

| think people like that should be shot. Hell, 
they're not even people. | mean, children are 
so...innocent. And trusting. Kids’ minds are so fragile. 
They can’t handle abuse the way an adult might be 
able to. Kids’ minds fall apart. | know all this is true 
because | saw it on TV. 

Do you watch Geraldo? 

Oprah? 

20/20? 60 Minutes? Frontline? Hard Copy? A 
Current Affair? 

Christ—they've all done specials on child sexual 
abuse. They're fucking great shows, too. Kinda 
stupid—but great to watch. I've seen all sorts of 
weepy mothers on ‘em. And they teach you all sorts of 
things. Healthy, moral sorts of things. 


Do you like TV? 

Do you? 

What's your favorite show? 

Really, you're going to have to stop crying now. I'd 
like to share some quality time with you. Really get to 
know you, you stupid cunt. 

Shut up and tell me your favorite TV program. 

What do you like best? Playing outside or 
watching TV? I'll tell you this—if you say playing 
outside, I’m gonna crack your skull open on the floor. 
So, OK, what do you like best? C'mon, concentrate, 
will you? What's your very most favorite TV show? 

Do you like cartoons? 

Situation comedies? 

Did you see the HBO special on rape? 

How about the Frontline exposé on serial killers? | 
miss Bundy. Truly terrible what they did to him. A 
waste, don't you think? 

Did you see any of the weekly features on day- 
care abuse and neglect? 

I'll tell ya, you've been missing some great 
programming. You've really got to use your brain some 
more. 

But | will bet you're going to miss it. Yes, ma'am, 
you're going to miss TV. If | gave you a choice, what 
would you pick: watching wonderful TV or swallowing 
dirt and bugs for all eternity from inside a pink-and- 
white baby’s coffin? What sounds like more fun? 

Can you imagine your mother’s wet little mind 
when she tries to decide whether or not to give you a 
closed-casket wake? I'm going to ease her pain a bit. 
I'm going to make sure no amount of makeup will 
cover what I'm going to do to your fresh baby 
innocence. 

Your bruises will be legendary. Deep red gashes 
and raised black welts and thick fucking pits where 
your mouth and teeth used to be. 

Closed-casket for sure. 

Have you ever seen a baby's coffin? They're 
incredibly tiny. Embarrassingly tiny. Instant hard-on 
stuff, | swear. 

You'll be dressed by some mortician who probably 
masturbates over dead bodies. You'll be such a prize 
for him. Just like the prize you'll be for the detectives 
assigned to your case. The investigators will covet 
your murder photos and autopsy reports like the 
memories of their cherished first days on the job: the 
first corpse they saw—the one lying in the middle of 
the street spouting blood like a fountain; the first 
street whore they fondled and busted; the first 
quivering crack baby they pulled out of the projects. 
Full-color glossies of your young raped cunt, your 
cracked and smashed face and skull, your blood- 
drenched torso. 

Your baby body will be flooded with embalming 
fluid, and your bruises, cuts, and welts—deep and 
long and fat and thick—will be badly masked and 


stitched. 

| love the idea of your small corpse taking up so 
very little space in the cold, blue morgue. Your frail, 
vulnerable body supine on a frigid metal drainage 
table—and tubes and scalpels and saws poking into 
you and tearing you apart. 

You are going to be missing so much. 

I'd like to be there to watch your mom and dad 
and relatives fall apart. You're going to be just a 
mound of meat tied up in a pathetic, sweet, feminine 
dress. The contrast should be astounding. Hacked and 
masticated flesh, broken bones, and the viscid marks 
of a putrescible feast, all covered by some silly, frilly, 
froufrou costume. Darling. Forever. 

You better fucking hope | don’t get another hard- 
on, you cunt. 

Not just yet. Right? 

Doll? 

We were talking about television, weren't we? This 
rape show was wonderful. Did you know that over fifty 
percent of all rapes are done by people who know the 
victim? Or that twenty-five percent of rapes are 
perpetrated on victims older than sixty-five? Or that 
forty-five percent of all rape victims are under fifteen 
years old? Or that seventy-five percent of rapists cum 
in the victim's mouth in the first ten minutes of 
attack? Forty percent of all rape victims deserved 
exactly what they got? Sixty percent of all rape victims 
got off easy? 

| don’t remember what percentage of rapes are 
performed by blacks. | know the figure’s high. You 
know what crack and overcrowding can do to a 
laboratory rat's brain—I'll have to get back to you on 
the exact figure. 

| know you're going to miss TV. 

Or...is your mom one of those cunts who says too 
much TV is bad for you? Is she? You look pretty well- 
fed. I'll bet you've got parents who are that 
pretentious. I'll be doing you a favor. Putting you out 
of your misery. You have such caring parents—so 
smart. 

You're gonna miss TV. 

You're gonna want your MTV. 

But you'll be dead. 

Did you ever notice how fucking piggish the 
women in music videos look? Big tits and fat asses. 
Would you like the chance to grow up into a video 
slut? Would you like the chance to let those little 
mosquito bites sprout out about two fucking feet into 
those monstrously fat, cancer-pumped, secondary sex 
glands? Can you lip-synch? How far can you spread 
your legs? Can you pout? Let me see you shake your 
chest. Let's see you jiggle that flat, bony body. 

Does that sound good to you, cunt? 

These fucking things right here. These cute little 
pink things—fucking hell, the fabulous things you can 
do with these. The difference between mega-stardom 


and bag-ladydom. 

I'm sorry, did that hurt? 

Didn't your father ever pinch your tight little 
nipples? 

Stop your crying. 

Louder! 

| want you to cry a lot louder. 

Cunt. 

Whore. 

Slut. 

Fucking prostitute. 

You little piece of worthless baby fat. 

You're an ugly little girl. 

Your mommy hates you. 

Your mommy wants me to hurt you. 

I'm gonna fuck you up. 

You sleaze. 

You hairless cunt. 

You pig without tits. 

You shit stain. 

Cunt. 

Cunt, fucking cunt. 

Filthy fucking cunt, rotten, diseased fucking cunt. 

Lie down. 

All the way. 

Put your back on the floor. 

All the fucking way, put your head back. 

Do it now, before | rip your tiny head off. 

Move. 

Cry louder. 

You baby, you little, helpless baby. 

Cry, or I'll hit you harder. 

You like that? 

Harder? 

You want it harder? 

Keep crying, cunt. 

How hard do you want it? 

How much more do you want to bleed? 

I'm saving you, bitch. I'm doing you and the 
whole world a favor. | would let you grow up into the 
cunt you were, for whatever reason, destined to be. 
But see, this is reality—your reality, your destiny. l'Il 
do what | want for now. And | think I'm here for better 
things. Better things than watching your stretch marks 
peel. Watching your vagina widen and your ass 
expand. Your hips spread and your veins pop. I've 
seen the videos, dear. Childbirth and rock music don't 
mix. Females shouldn't dabble in either—but the 
combination is dreadful. 

Let's leave birthing to the sheep. 

Let's just leave cunnilingus to the sheep. 

Let's leave tits and ass to the sheep. 

Let’s leave blue, blood-soaked, pickled and 
wrinkled babies that slide out of squatting Puerto 
Rican pig mothers in dilapidated birthing barns to the 
sheep. 

Do you know what Down's syndrome is? 


Do you have any retards as neighbors, classmates, 
relatives? 

Anyone your momma calls “slow?” 

They are hideous. 

I've seen two highly exciting porno films that 
featured these sorts of mistakes. The first was of this 
Frankensteinian retard girl who was being taught how 
to fuck horses. Unbelievable. Another girl had to show 
the slow creature how to do absolutely everything. 
How to hold the horse dick, how to lick and suck it, 
and how to try to fit it in her monster cunt. It looked 
like the retardo didn't even know she had a vagina. 
The horse wasn’t very big, unfortunately, but its cock 
was still rather formidable. The most hilarious part of 
the film didn’t even involve the stupid animal—the 
horse, that is. The normal girl, which | realize is a 
relative term here, tried to instruct the dim one in the 
truly repulsive act of cunt-licking. And the dullard just 
couldn't figure it out. She didn’t have a clue! She just 
opened her mouth and let her fat tongue hang out 
while the other girl kind of shook the retard’s head up 
and down in the general direction of her clit. You 
should have seen it. 

The other retard film | saw—um, these were 8mm 
films, not videos—the other one was kiddie porn. This 
very young beastie just cried and cried and cried 
throughout the entire film. This withered, skinny old 
European man really put her through the paces, 
though. The retard didn't want to be there at all, but 
that didn’t bother him—he fucked her, ate her, made 
her lick his balls and suck his cock. And the docile 
dog did it all while tears poured from her sunken 
eyes, The European was fairly ancient-looking— 
typically thin and pale and with a huge, long, 
uncircumcised cock which was, oddly enough, 
perpetually soft. The girl was about as tall as his 
navel, meaning his flaccid meat was almost constantly 
in her face during the instruction sessions. He just let 
it dangle in her face, and then sloshed it in and out 
of her gaping mouth. Did | mention that the barely 
human thing was so severely damaged that she even 
had a hunchback? She had that troll-like body that 
those sort of fuck-ups get. Fat, puffy, and soft. All in 
about a twelve-year-old frame—though her mental age 
was, I'm sure, quite considerably less. 

| highly recommend all retard sex films and 
videos. 

| wish | could film this. It would be a marvelous 
souvenir. One of the all-time great jerk-off videos. Too 
dangerous, though. Too much hassle. And don’t you 
think it would cheapen the moment? 

But | could turn you into such a star. You 
wouldn't dare miss your mark with me. Are you good 
with directions? Will you do a nude scene? It is 
essential to the character development, | assure you. 

Let me explain your character to you. You look 
like you could use a little motivation. Is there a 


problem here? The main thing | need you to think 
about—! need you to focus on—pain. Lots of fucking 
intense pain. Keep that plastered to the forefront of 
your small mind at all times. 

l'Il hurt you, so it shouldn't be all that difficult, 
OK? 

See that deviant slash cut between your skinny 
thighs—that hole from hell? I'm going to spread it 
open and force all sorts of things up into you. And 
everything that grinds into you won't fit exactly. But 
we'll get it in. You're going to bleed a bathtubful. 
Everywhere. I'm going to puncture the walls of your 
bowels with everything from my cock to chair legs. 
You'll shit blood all down your legs and over your 
ankles and across your feet. And you get to lick the 
blood off everything. 

You're going to suck and lap and taste and 
swallow all your blood. I'm going to massage it all 
over your body. And my body. Over my balls—my sac, 
my hairy, smelly balls, and the stem of my dick. In my 
pubic hair and the head of my cock. And you'll hate 
it~you'll need to vomit. And you'll choke and sputter 
and suffocate and come just this close to blacking 
out. This close to dying. Your eyes will turn white from 
the inside, and you suddenly won't be able to cry 
anymore. Your throat will clamp tight. Your skull will 
pound. And I'll be cumming in your dry mouth and | 
won't let you die. I'll wrest my dick out of your face 
and run my sweat, my spem, and your blood all over 
your entire existence. My piss will taste exactly like 
you. 

Your pain will make me want to keep you alive. 
I'll want to watch you die forever. 

Please stop crying. 

I'm sorry. 

Go on, beg me not to hurt you. 

Beg me to stop. 

Beg me not to pull your face apart. 

| think there may be a chance for you if you ask 
me nicely. Just like mommy taught you. What do you 
say? What do you say to the nice man? C'mon. Don't 
you say, “Thank you?” Do you say, “Please?” Say: 
“Please don't fucking torture and destroy me.” Say: 
“I'm only ten.” Say: “I have my whole life in front of 
me.” Tell me how you want a chance to grow up into 
a successful and worthwhile addition to the 
community and society at-large. 

Tell me how you want to see your mommy again. 

Tell me what your bedroom’s like. Do you feel safe 
there? 

If you beg me—if you ask nicely—I'Il let you go 
home. 

| will, | promise. 

Look, | feel bad suddenly. Honestly. 

You believe me, don't you? 

Don't you? 

Look—stop crying. 


| want you to ask me not to hurt you. | want you 
to ask me not to make you permanently null and void. 
But | want you to look at me—look me in the eyes, 
smile demurely, and ask politely. Just like mommy 
and daddy taught you. Ask me not to hurt you any 
longer. Tell me it hurts. Tell me | shouldn't hurt a 
little girl like you. 

And if you do, if you can do that for me, if you 
can do that simple thing, I'll let you go. Then | won't 
hurt you anymore. 

Now. Do you think you can do that, honey? 

Slow down and try. 

C'mon, dear. Take a deep breath. 

Stop those sad little tears. 

| won't slap your face anymore. 

Just ask. 

| promise | won't hurt you—anymore. 

| won't punch your fucking face anymore. 

| won't twist your arm. 

| won't pull your titties anymore. | won't rip those 
fucking pimples you call nipples right off your chest. 

| won't punch your face, my dear. 

| won't bang your head. 

| won't kick you anymore. 

| won't slam my fucking hand into your cutesy 
baby face 

anymore, 

| will not fuck your ass. 

| won't cum in your blood-drenched asshole. 

| will not spread your ass cheeks far, far apart and 
jam my cock in and out of that horribly tight little 
hole you use for shitting darling baby-girl turds until 
your whole body bursts. 

| won't pull at your hairless cunt anymore. 

| won't ram my finger up inside you. 

| won't force my fingers up inside you. And | 
won't yank your whole fucking soul out from inside 
you. 

| won't fuck you. 

| will not fuck you for the very first time. 

| will not break your cherry. 

| will not bruise your lips. 

| won't make you eat any more mean toys. 

I will not smash your cunt up into your stomach. 

| will not fucking destroy that disgusting sick hole 
down there. 

| will not cum in your cunt. 

Or on your cunt, as you watch and cry and howl. 

| will not stick my dick into your tiny mouth. 

| will not make you lick my balls or suck out my 
asshole. 

| won't piss, shit, or cum on your face. 

| will not kill you. 

| will not tear you apart. 

| will not destroy every inch of your soon-to- 
blossom female self. 

| will not take you from your mommy and daddy 


and dog. 

You can go home. 

Won't that be better? 

But you have to really want it. You have to beg 
me. You have to convince me. Make me want to let 
you go home. 

| promise I'll let you go. I'll take you right up the 
stairs to your home and tell your mom and dad that 
I'm sorry and that | promise never, ever to see you 
again. 

And | don't even care if | get in trouble. 

But you have to help me. You have to make me 
believe that you want all that. 

Do you want to go home? 

Do you want to see mommy? 

| want every bone in your body. | want every 
muscle—every living cell—to shake and plead with 
me to let you live. 

C'mon, try, honey. 

Cry louder, goddamnit. 

Stop crying. 

Go ahead, cry. 

Stop it. 

Cry, you cunt. 

Stop. 

Cry. 

Stop. 

Cry. 

Cry. Cry. Cry. Cry, you dead little fuck. 

Stop it. 

Please, honey, stop crying. 

Cry, cunt. 

Cunt. 

Yes? 

No? 

Yes? 

Maybe? What? Yes? 

What did you say? Did you say something? Did 
you say yes? 

Go ahead—cry. 

Stop crying. 

Grow up. 

What's your name? 

What’s your momma's name? 

What kind of dog do you have? 

Ever seen its dick? 

Did you ever play with your dog's fuzzy red dick? 

What about your dad? 

Have you ever seen your dad's dick? 

Huh? 

Have you ever had your dad’s meat in your 
mouth? Has he ever shoved it your way when you 
expected him to tuck you in bed? 

Mommy's stretched-out cunt? 

Ever seen her episiotomy scar? 

Does her cunt look all fucking chewed-up? 

Do her tits sag? Fucking beast. 


Want to see Europe? 

Do you want to live another five minutes? 

Cry louder. 

Scream. 

Make your face redder. 

Make your body shake again. 

Scream, you helpless bastard. 

Scream louder. 

Stop. 

Now stop it. 

Stop it, or I'll kill you. 

I'm sorry. I'll let you go. 

You can go home now. 

Really. Get dressed and go home. 

This is far too much fun. 

Keep crying. 

Don't be so silly. 

You're going to die. 

I'm sorry. 

You cunt. | said I'm sorry. 

You filth. 

You female. 

You dog. 

Bark for me. 

Dry your face and go home. 

Let's go see mommy. 

Wanna see mommy? 

Wanna go bye-bye in the car? 

Nope. | want to ram this chair leg in your ass 
first. 

| want to send you home to mommy, bleeding 
from the asshole. 

Stick this in your mouth. 

Stick this in your fucking mouth. 

Open up your fucking mouth and stick out your 
tongue and lick this fucking thing before | reach in 
there and pull your tonsils out and make you eat them 
out of my fist. Imagine the marvelous blow job you 
can give me when you don’t have any teeth in that 
cute red mouth of yours. 

Jesus fucking Christ, | like to watch you cry and 
choke. 

| hope that doesn’t offend you. | mean, it's 
nothing...now, don’t get the idea that this isn't 
personal. This is about as personal as you can get. 
But just think—this stuff—all this stuff that’s 
happening to you. It could've happened to anyone. It’s 
just that | ended up with you. For no other reason 
than you were available at the right time. Nothing 
anyone could've done would've helped you. No books 
on how to say no. No videos about bad touching or 
how to stay safe. No Michael Landon specials or TV 
documentaries with helpful phone numbers or 
neighborhood support groups. You were born for this. 

It's more than bad luck. 

You lived your few years under mom and dad's 
caring, watchful gaze all in preparation for this day. 


It all comes down to this. 

And all the fun you had. All the warmth that 
closeted you. And all the love and care you fell for. It 
all adds up to a small, inchoate personality that'll fit 
just perfectly over the tip of my dick. 

And your parents. Your parents are going to miss 
you for the rest of their ridiculous lives. They're going 
to hurt and be miserable human wastes from this day 
forward. They are going to grow to hate the very 
thought of you. Starting soon enough. Your pain will 
be their pain until they die. They're just that stupid. 

It's all worked out really well, don’t you think 


TWO 


“Little five year old Caroline had been on her way 
to a fairground, wearing a pretty little lilac party dress 
when she got done. The pleasure of removing her little 
party dress and unveiling her little clean cunt must 
have been magnificent. Battering that little hairless 
gash must have been equally gratifying. The little 
baby crying as she realized she wasn’t going to have 
fun at the playground.” 

—from PURE #1. 


She wraps her thick purple painted lips ‘round my 
cock and slurps like a fucking pig. Her wrinkled bony 
brown fingers scratch and rub at my hairy balls and 
sweaty shaft. | try to be mindful of my pockets—keep 
a sense aimed at those roaming hands. She seems 
fairly straight, though. Gets down to business. And 
she's good at it. Lots of tongue. Uses it to jab around 
my nuts, licks under the sack and darts in and out at 
the head. Sucks hard. Draws those harsh skeletal 
cheeks in and buoys her natty head tightly up and 
down .Her skull is a perfect extension of my cock. So 
good at her job. Like most. The job being to get me to 
cum as soon as possible. Has to get back on that 
street. That corner of Lake and Ada where she 
parades up and down, back and forth, around and 
around. Lifts her T-shirt up every now and again— 
whenever someone white drives past. Hitches her skirt 
up once in a while. Though skinny, she's still got a 
flabby, cottage-cheesed ass. Wobbly brown meat and 
pock holes and dimples cover the curves of those 
cheeks just above the back of those weakling thighs. 
Shakes her butt at me. Turns and thrusts her crotch 
at me. Sticks her tongue out—wiggles the tip, licks 
her yellow teeth, and kisses the air. Fucking hairy 
beast. 


Her face is typical ghetto sludge. Drunk, glassy 
eyes covered in yellow film, stupid hung mouth. Ratty 
hair and wrinkles and blemishes. Niggers shouldn't 
wear makeup. Rouge or blush or whatever-the-fuck 
caked-on and mottled leather skin with deep pores 
and sores. Greasy. So fucking old. Moron. Pathetic. 

Dressed for sex. | think. Fuck only knows if she 
thinks she’s sexy. Could be she’s just advertising the 
act. Her availability. Couldn't be her looks, her 
attractiveness. Honestly, there is none. Lingerie, tight 
terry-cloth skirt and garish, stained T-shirt. Tight. Tight 
over flaccid, unhealthy flesh hung loosely on sick 
bones and cheap muscles. 

Her drinking—her drinking problem—her drunk 
existence is everything one sees. Her posture. Her 
gross sexual gestures. The shape of her mouth and 
nose and eyes. The veins on her neck and bony chest. 
Saggy tits, bruises, scars, nicks she doesn't feel, 
gaunt, stretched and hungry stomach, toothpick 
thighs and spindly legs, flat flabby ass and gaping 
cunt. Her hairy, unkempt... personality... everything is 
colored and modeled by the drunk she went to bed 
with. The drunk she put on first thing in the morning. 
The drunk that wets her brain and slacks her mouth 
and runs her life from one slow Sunday to the next. 

Her breath is overwhelming. Hot, sweet, and stale 
and dead. 

“How ya doin’, doll? Lemme see dat big ol’-ass 
dick a-yours. You wanna suck and fuck an’have a good 
time?” 

She paws at my dick as soon as she gets in (the 
car?). Rubs my crotch. Scratches at my jeans and 
runs a cracked, red-painted nail down my zipper. 
Cups the bulge and squeezes just tight enough. Tries 
to make me hard right away. More money out there on 


that street. Rubs up and down, fingers following palm. 
Feels and outlines the shaft and pinches at the head. 
Palms my balls again, my dick, strokes my thigh. She 
brushes against my legs. No wallet, no money in my 
pockets. Fucking niggers. 

She slurs: “Ah know if ah show'd you dis pussy, 
ah'd get you ta stop....Too hot ta go to t'motel. Al 
dese guys wanna go t'motel. | ain't got no time fo’ 
dat. Takes too long—dese guys wanna stay all day.” 

Job-friendly talk. Unbelievable. Condescending 
client relations. She's as stupid as she is drunk. 

Who'd want to fuck her? Who'd want to spend 
more time with her than the ten minutes it takes for a 
blow job? Cum in her mouth, get the fuck out. 

“You wanna suck a titty? Lotsa guys don’ like ma 
titties. Dey ain't big enough for ‘em. But soma dese 
girls out here, dey got dese big ol’ titties. All hangin’ 
out an’ fat an’ such. | don’ like t’ way dey look. And 
neither do ma men.” 

Fuck’s sake. No one should be this stupid. Flabby, 
skinny, hanging, sucked-out tits. Stretch marks, 
deflated. Thick black nipples and blotchy brown skin. 
Fucking shop talk. 

“Will you go fo’ twenny? Whattya want? Nice 
lollipop blow job? You wanna fuck? Hmmm? You 
wanna fuck dis here pussy?...Look at you, gettin’ all 
hard. C’mon, go fo’ twenny.” 

Always twenty. Never barter. Undoes my zipper 
and yanks my dick out before | can get the car in 
park. She runs her hand over my dick-head to clean 
off fuck-knows-what, drops her head in my lap, and 
goes to work. She's licking, slurping, sucking, 
scratching, jerking, and rubbing before | can even 
shift my legs away from the dash. Slipped the rubber 
over without my help. | like prophylactics. Makes 
sense—let the pig suck plastic and medicinal slime. 
Tugs the shaft of my dick. Sucks up and down on the 
head and licks the balls. | cum. Quickly. In her 
mouth. In the rubber. A couple more strokes—a nice 
touch, job-friendly. Never varied her speed. Quick, 
businesslike, professional. 

Adjusts her shirt. Pushes her disgusting dugs 
back in place and tells me where to drive. Drop her 
off where | picked her up. 

All prostitutes are the same. A blow job is a blow 
job. And they're all a dime a dozen. A cheap kick—a 
quick fix of reality at a loser's expense. | know 
everything about her without having to hear her 
blather a single slurred syllable. They wear their 
failure like a full body tattoo. They advertise it. And 
they're so wretched, so unimportant, so numb, that it 
doesn't even matter if they know where they fit in. 
Not to them or me. 

They are all the same. Lips and tongue-meat, 
thick and whore-painted. Tits—used and worn, pulled 
to shreds by children and johns. Gristled, hairy cunt 

like a fat old woman's mouth. Pock holes—deep and 


frequent. Stretch marks—thick and long and thorny. 
Black contorted and bunched nipples. Like a pig. Like 
a dog. Filthy and weak. Like a cow waiting for the 
slaughter. Like a downed goat, too sick and destroyed 
to do anything but wait, alone, in pain, until someone 
finally pays some attention and disposes of the 
unsightly mess. 

Cunts waiting for the slaughter. Their life will be 
defined by their end. Another statistic. If that. Meat 
on a hook. Cunt in a car. Mouth on a smelly, hairy 
piss-hole. 

When she sucks my cock, when she blows me, | 
cum in her mouth. That's why she’s got a mouth. A 
hole. A bucket. A sewer. She's a TV with a hole in the 
middle of the screen that’s just perfect for my dick. 
And | fuck that screen when | feel like watching a 
documentary special expose on “Prostitution—The 
Plight of Our Inner Cities.” She's a lifelong 
documentary that tells me nothing new. Nothing | 
didn't already know. And nothing | didn't come to 
celebrate. 

I've seen the shows. | know her whole history. | 
want to fuck that history. 

| know about her ghetto father and his drunk 
buddies who raped her all her life. | know how she 
slept on the hard wood floor next to the only couch in 
the project apartment—the old throw-away couch 
where mama used to get drunk and fucked and 
beaten. The smelly tattered couch that her seven 
brothers used to fuck her on. The ugly, battered couch 
that stinks of vomit, cum, shit, liquor, piss, and 
greasy food-stamp food and which still sits in that 
project building today. 

| know about her crack habit. Her alcoholism. | 
know about her kids growing up with drugged and 
retarded neighbors. Her rats. Her roaches. Her bug 
bites. 

When | fuck her mouth, | fuck her whole history. 
My way of celebrating Black History Month. | fuck her 
father and mother, her brother and aunties. | fuck the 
ghetto cops and crack dealers and welfare workers, 
parole officers and political representatives. | fuck, 
what, ninety percent of the prison populations? 

And that's what she's here for. 

| cum in and on the walking dead. The ones that 
feel and suffer their slow, inexorable deaths. 

These women are the terminally ill. They're rife 
with AIDS. And even those who haven't been 
fortunate enough to get the disease still live their lives 

like AIDS patients. They are pariah. The 
untouchables. The unloved and unlovable. The filth 
that scars the charming scenery of ghettos, meat 
markets and jerkoff booths. The lowest of the low who 
thought they could advertise for cheap. 

The AIDS patients who lie on hospital beds, 
whose deaths are prolonged by drugs that can’t help 
them improve, can't even lessen the pain much, just 


makes them live longer. Their torpid demise made 
more excruciating. The agonizing minutes where every 
second is brutal, bone-chewing, flesh-mauling pain. 
The minutes twist into hours, mind-numbingly into 
hours and, incredibly, into weeks and months. 

Row after row, room after room of these 
emaciated, filthy, barely breathing body bags moaning 
and crying out for impossible relief and implausible 
dignity. The patient who loses control of his bowels. 
The patient with no control over anything. The ones 
who crumble in the hands of a nurse who doesn't 
want to be there. Forever. Covered in bandages and 
pushed together with tubes, feeding bags, needles, 
and Handi-Wipes. Drugs and morphine do nothing for 
their headaches, their muscle pain, sinew 
deterioration, their sores that perpetually ooze, their 
shit and piss that seeps out of them at all times. 
Forever. Diarrhea and vomit. Incessant torment. 
Dementia. There is no dignity in death—their death, 
to anyone else, means absolutely nothing. They die in 
death houses—warehouses of pain. 

There is no alternative. There are no friends. No 
softening of the impact. No magic wands. No god or 
love. There is distress and slow death. They become 
their death, they feel their putrefaction—every second 
of it. Every fucking second of death, where needles 
that prick their bony arms and morphine drops that 
puddle mockingly into their feed bags are viewed and 
checked and registered through perfectly wide-open 
eyes. 

| want to be there. | want to be there to see one 
black cunt whore die—finally—in a bed from AIDS. | 
want to see the shit and piss stains on her paper 
gown, on her crumpled bed, on her scrawny legs and 
hands and up and down her back and in her hair. | 
want to see the pus and tears and bile and vomit. The 
glazed eyes and limp mouth, the drool and spittle and 
cracked and creviced, callused skin. Her pale and 
sweaty blackness. | want to see her scratch her cancer 
bumps and cankers. | want to watch her die. | want to 
see the scars from a year in bed. | want to see her 
shake and tremble and fall and bruise and bleed. She 
is nobody. | want to see her spirit give up, having 
already been broken so long ago. She is meaningless. 
Dirt. No one comes for her. And the point is, before 
her coma, she wants someone to come. She needs 
(and thinks) someone to care. Care for her. Care about 
her. 

Apparently, most of these death'’s-door-knockers 
believe that human contact is very important to them. 
Of course. How pathetic to be dying due to their own 
insistence on sucking cocks and fucking assholes and 
then being deprived of even a held hand. Just like the 
comic-book reality they've emulated all their lives, 
there is a certain poetic justice in AIDS. They may as 
well believe in love, God, respect, and kindness and 
caring—it’s worked so well for them up to this point. 


No one cares. Maybe some dopey lonely nurse 
who needs to objectify them to relieve her own pangs 
of self-loathing and fat worthlessness. Or some 
volunteer lesbian-faggot who wants to show his friends 
what a self-sacrificing giver he is. All meaningless. All 
lost. All beautiful in their deaths—the death that 
draws itself out for so long. 

| want to see these wastes bang on the walls of 
their rooms. | want to see them struggle to rise and 
rail against the injustice of life and then collapse 
under their very own inconsequential weight. | want to 
see them whine and bleed and discharge and cry and 
vomit and give up everything they thought they were. | 
want to see them get angry—angry at their nurses and 
orderlies, their washers, their doctors and then, 
themselves. I'd like to hear them invoke God and 
then, in a rage, the devil—only to recant minutes later 
when they remember how close they are to finding out 
if there really are a heaven and hell. Then, I'd love to 
see reality wash over their dead, pale, pasty faces. 

Remember the last dick you sucked, whore? How 
much did you get for it, whore? Ten dollars? Twenty? 
Such a lucky girl. Did he cum quick? Was it a big 
cock? Small? White? Haitian? Hairy? Deformed? Did 
you suck on his cock in the front seat of his car? Did 
he ejaculate in your mouth? Did you spit it all out? 

Did he grab your tits or cunt or ass or feel your 
back while you blew him? Did he pay you extra to 
fuck you? Could you feel his cock in your cunt, or are 
you too stretched-out down there? Did he suck your 
nipples? Did he look at your tits and tell you how 
pretty you are? Or did he just look—and you knew he 
thought you were hideous? Did anything special make 
you fuck faster? Y'know, like your disgust with Whitey 
or with your situation? Did your pimp leave you any 
money? 

And the fag—how charming to catch up with the 
rest of your life in a peep-show cubicle. On your knees 
in cum with your pants bunched down around your 
thighs, with your quick-tugging hand on your hard 
cock as you suck off a stranger. You kiss and lick and 
suck the cock of a stranger until he shoots his load in 
your slobbering mouth. Did you cum at the same 
time? Did you get him to take you home so he could 
ram his cock up your ass? Make you feel so special 
when he infects you with the whole point to your 
existence. 

What's the best fuck you ever had, fag? What’s 
the biggest cock you ever landed, size queen? Who 
had the warmest, the sweetest, the thickest sperm? 
Did your mouth hurt the next day? Your ass? And do 
you feel lucky? 

If I'm real lucky, maybe I'll get to hear their 
stories from their own gaping mouth holes. | want to 
look in those mouths and | want to see the pigs gag. 
Choke on their tongues as they struggle to sort out 
their confused, dim and diseased thoughts out enough 


to allow them to sputter out truths and fantasies to 
those of us in the safe seats. How's it feel to die? 
How's it feel to actually feel your death? How’s it feel 
to die a worthless but intense and endless death? 

How important was cock to your life, exactly? 

Do the phrases “bad move” or “wrong decision” 
mean anything new to you? 

What can people learn from their mistakes? 

Do you still get horny? 

Whores are AIDS deaths waiting to happen. 
Whores are slow death all the time. And that’s what 
I'm only too happy to pay for. Cheap. A little more 
than a new CD, less than a video. 

And | can jerk off later. 

| can see their wasted faces, their wretched lives. 
| remember them all. The old pros, the new recruits 
who might be cops until they waggle an ugly breast 
your way. The fatty drunks, the short retards. The 
men—the boys—dressed like cartoon women and 
going cheap. The regulars. 

The wiry cunts. The dry or wet mouths. The ball- 
suckers. The ball-lickers. The cum-swallowers and the 
spitters. The tonguers. The masturbators. The asshole- 
fingerers. The junkies. The scum. The one who calls 
me her friend. The one who thinks | like her tits. The 
one who talked me through a blow job like it was my 
first one. The one who asked me if | liked her ass. 
The one who wanted to know why | came so quick— 
was it her technique or her looks? Honestly. The one 
who tried to hide her dick, who thought | was fooled. 
The one with the bruise that covered her neck and 
chest, shoulder-to-shoulder. The one who told me 
what the cops did to her. The one who explained 
where the cops hang out. The one who asked me for 
an extra buck for good luck. The one who charged the 
same for mouth, cunt, or, amazingly, ass. The one 
whose asshole was bigger than her mouth and hung 
open like a cancer wound. The one who wiped my 
dick down with a McDonald's napkin hidden in her 
bra. 

Filthy pigs. Beasts. Ten minutes and twenty bucks 
and the opportunity to wallow in their destruction. So 
cheap. 


THREE 


The front cover of PURE #2 was an extreme 
close-up of a child's hairless cunt being spread open 
by an adult. The night of my arrest, the three main 
networks in Chicago used me as their lead story, and 
all showed close-ups of the cover. 


I'm standing, elbows to walls, in a tight, dark 
booth made of peeling black paint over rotting wood. 
It's just big enough for me and my pockets and, I'm 
sick to say, I'm surrounded by cum. And even though 
I'm here where: 

—l can easily detect the acrid sweat, sperm, and 
bad hygiene over the overwhelming presence of 
ammonia and pine— 

—My shoes stick and tack so loudly on the old 
tile floor, liberally spotted with puddles of cum and 
crumpled Kleenex, that I'm uneasy to move even the 
little bit of the cramped closet would allow— 

—l face a scratched-up and worn glass window 
that extends from the top of my head down to just 
below my crotch. | can clearly see cum on the 
window. Behind the glass is a cheap white Plexiglas 
screen, also scratched and worn— 

—A coin box is nailed to the wall on my right, 
just at my shoulder, and its slot is so wet and sticky 
that | make sure my token is the only thing that 
touches it— 

—l'm sure there’s cum in the two wooden slots, 
marked 1 and 2, cut into the wall just below the glass 
window— 

My position, my station is never in question. Even 
though I've got my: 

—pants hanging open loosely around my hips, 
kept up by an odd though not uncomfortable spread- 
leg posture— 


—underwear bunched beneath my balls— 

—cock in my hand— 

My lot in life, my reality can never be as low as 
that of the pig I'll watch dance behind the glass. 

Because | can leave. 

This is just a trip to the zoo. 

And as the Plexiglas rises and | see her, my every 
wish is confirmed. She's as perfectly female and 
typical as everyone I've ever seen here. This is the 
type of girl who, | know, has a severely retarded child 
somewhere. | know this because of the: 

—tattoos on her shoulder and upper chest. The 
homemade blue crosses, halos and stars— 

—covered forearms. Covered up by tack scarves; 
wrapped and pinned in a pitiful attempt at formals 
but designed to hide the needle marks and scars. And 
hidden not because of some demure embarrassment 
on her part but rather, just in case some cop decides 
to spend his lunch time with her— 

—flat forehead— 

—dull eyes— 

—greasy hair, blonde and stringy and cut longish, 
trailer-trash style— 

—slippery, sweaty complexion. Blotchy and 
pimply and tired— 

—puffy belly scarred with grisly stretch marks and 
varicose veins— 

—way she dances. She pretends not to dance at 
all. But her performance can be called nothing else. 
Because it is dance, it is a celebration of her total 
character. 

She wiggles and gyrates and bumps and grinds— 
but just barely. There’s no excitement, no idea of 
freedom. Her moves are stock. Her demeanor is of 
boredom, disinterest and nonchalance. l'm supposed 


to believe that this is just her job; that she’s just 
pulling her shift. 

| should see that she feels pity for me, not 
contempt. | shouldn't see this as any big deal—it's 
not humiliating or desperate. I'm lonelier than she is 
whorish; I'm an animal and she provides a service. 
And if she seems jaded, it's just because she’s— 

—seen all types of men— 

—seen all types of cock— 

—heard all the moaning and filthy suggestions— 

—heard all the insults— 

—seen all sorts of orgasms and kinks. 

But she’s a chickenshit actress. Her dance is 
crude ostentation. It's contrivance and artifice and it 
belies much more than just a job. She can’t pull it 
off, she's: 

—too naked— 

—too bare— 

—too alone— 

—too ugly— 

—too stupid. 

It’s as obvious as her white skin. She didn’t 
choose this job. Her dispassionate dancing act is a 
shelter. Her strut, her corpulent jostling is everything 
she's got. Her breeding. 

Her thoughts. 

Her mistakes. 

Her loss. 

Her reality, existence, life. 

When she dances, her: 

—eyes seem locked to an invisible pole connected 
to her solar plexus upon which she revolves— 

—fleshy thighs and arms jiggle in loose 
concentric half-circles in response to simple hop-and- 
skip movements— 

—fatty tits and hung belly shake with a liquid 
balance all their own— 

—hair stays plastered to her head and neck and 
back— 

—stringy fingers only touch her cunt, ass, and 
tits. 

And she has developed this style of dancing in 
strict accordance with the long history of peep-show 
whoredom. She has fallen in line with all the other 
failures and reprobates who've filled this space before 
her. And she'll dance just like all the ones yet to 
come; all thinking their reason for being there is no 
big deal. It never is. Could it be: 

—because her father abused her? Or a teacher or 
trusted neighbor had an uncontrollable penchant for 
little white girls— 

—because a boyfriend forced her into prostitution 
to help support his drug addiction. He was cute and 
manipulative, she was young— 

—because she’s developed a fitful drug or alcohol 
problem due to her reckless trailer-park youth— 

—a shock reaction to her sudden freedom and 


blossoming femalia after having taken care of her 
derelict mother and wretched siblings who were 
denied a father due to some backwoods disease or 
farming accident— 

—her lack of proper education— 

—her lack of brains, personality, or good looks. 

All these sluts are the same. Different colors in 
the same by-the-numbers painting just to keep it 
interesting. So many fucking rejects, fucking 
deformed water-head babies, garbage. 

It usually takes about five tokens for me to finish 
with these cunts. The exact duration of time one’s 
allowed per token remains cloudy to me. Each token 
is a dollar, and I'll guess that it lasts around two 
minutes. Sometimes it feels like hours. 

First token: | acclimate myself to the bad lighting, 
claustrophobic conditions and bathroom odors. The 
girl says hello, tells me where to stick her tips and 
turns on the tape (which, astoundingly, is usually 
Stevie Nicks, John Cougar, Pat Benatar, or Prince). 
She starts her dance up close to the glass, twitching 
and jerking her portly body through a cheesy K-Mart 
teddy-and-bra ensemble. 

Second token: Her top comes off. She tugs at the 
rubbery nipples and presses her ugly tits against the 
window. Her breasts are relatively young and on the 
firm-ish side. However, the stretch marks tell a story 
of disgusting motherhood, so | assume their non- 
sagginess is explicable due to the needs of a wanting 
water-head. It is a pleasure to see one so young and 
yet already so used-up. It is heartening to know she'll 
raise more humans in her own image. Tits, which are 
probably the most hideous things on earth next to the 
cunt, are dead giveaways in the failure stakes. So 
many women build their entire personalities on the 
homely appendages that it can only do a man good to 
see them slap and fidget, here, in their natural 
habitat. 

Third token: She peels her cheap panties off and 
dances naked except for her shoes and needle-wraps. 
She turns around, bends down, and grabs her feet, 
displaying in all their sickening gore her swollen crack 
and filthy brown asshole. This is the favorite position 
of the peep-show beastie—being, as it is, a natural 
position emblematic of her greater place on God's 
green earth and, also, a brief period of rest. She can 
stop dancing for a few seconds and give her flesh a 
short break from sloshing against itself. 

Fourth token: She begins the clinical examination 
of her vagina. She nuzzles up close to the window, 
puts her foot on a stool, raises her hips, and splays 
her red gash right in my face. Two fingers spread the 
craggy lips while another finger probes, pushes, and 
pokes the slime-meat. She'll diddle the clit and purse 
her lips. Her head will turn down towards her cunt, up 
at me, and then back down at the hole—that is, if I’m 
tipping. Then she doesn't want me to miss a thing. 


Fifth token: Continues the finger-fuck and clit- 
pull. She'll also return to the ass-jutting ankle-grabs 
of the third token, but now with the extra added 
attraction of asshole-digging. She’ll dart one or two 
stubby, painted fingers between her cunt and asshole 
and spread each one open for greater perusal. 

Mixed in with all this flattering choreography are 
the tongue-waggings and sexy witticisms: 

“Let's see your cock.” 

“You like that?” 

“Did you get your nut?” 

There is no dignity here. None. However, my 
reasons and interests are clear. Hers are not. Hers are 
born of desperation and confusion. She has no other 
option open to her. But she still has daydreams about 
herself. She thinks she may be better than all this. 
She has no other place to go. | do. 

And today I've chosen a quick trip to the zoo. 

| wonder: Does this caged pig refer to herself as a 
model? Does her confusion seep so deep that she 
isn't even aware of what she has to offer? There are 
models: 

—like the bumpy ones who pose for PLAYBOY 
and PENTHOUSE or even ADAM, HUSTLER, CLUB, 
et al. Those females who have formed their careers— 
their successful and lucrative careers—out of the 
money which doltish men pay to follow their dicks 
around. These girls simply use their assets: 

Big tits. 

Firm asses. 

Taut stomachs. 

Wide hips. 

Long legs. 

Full lips, small noses, wide eyes. 

These are sluts that trade on the fantasies of 
lonely men. They are the whores who believe that they 
possess a special power by dint of their being born 
female. The ones that believe that an erection is 
involuntary. That the man is helpless behind it and 
therefore, the real power between the sexes lies in 
their artfully trimmed and shaved, aerobically muscled 
and tight laps. 

And they are the ones that make modern rape 
defenses possible. 

All women are whores. The difference is price. 
Some are very successful. Then there are other 
models: 

—like the one in front of me. Stupid whores. The 
ones who get rolled over by their own lives. The ones 
who don't possess the necessary assets. The ones that 
have: 

Saggy, uneven breasts. 

Fat asses. 

Fleshy bellies. 

Motherly hips. 

Squat legs. 

Thin lips, big noses, dull eyes, pock holes, 


pimples, double chins, mustachios, pudgy cheeks, 
emotional problems, stupidity. 

These goats can’t choose their profession. They 
end up in places like this all over the world. Misfits 
who carry their ostentatious litanies of abuse and 
distress wherever they go. 

And | can watch it shake its fat and finger its 
cunt for a dollar a shot. 

When | look into that seedy cunt pressed up and 
stretched out against the glass, | can see all the way 
into her gassy stomach. And | can follow that all the 
way into her tiny little female brain. And | can see 
every memory she has: 

—lI can see her fat father putting her through her 
paces at a very early age. Simple incest. Nothing too 
spectacular or pre-planned. A drunk man who 
decides, for whatever reason, to see just how tight his 
little daughter's cunt is. 

—He slops a sweaty, hairy hand over her mouth 
and finger-fucks her the first time. She cries. She gets 
confused. She hurts. Blah, blah, blah. 

—Next time, he wants his dick to feel the warmth 
of her guts, so he lathers it up and rams it home 
(literally—she's his fucking daughter, why else have 
‘em?). Keeps it quiet, cums quickly. 

—Then he wants the whole package. Mom's out 
or, hopefully, dead, or, even better, drunk. He pulls 
the girl into bed. Grabs her tits. Pulls and grabs and 
licks and sucks her tiny titties. Feels her ass, pokes at 
her tight asshole with his hairy finger. Sticks his old 
tongue in her mouth and runs it around her throat. He 
climbs on top. Jams his hard cock into her dry, tight 
cunt, pumps, cums, slurps, grabs, fingers, and does it 
all again and again. 

—Not always enough time for the whole package. 
Teaches the little girl to suck him off. Shows her how 
to use her tongue and where to stick it. Shows her 
how he likes her to rub his balls when she gobbles on 
the end of his cock. How to suck on them balls. Use 
her hand, up and down and tight and lick the tip. 
Fucking slut, fucking whore, fucking cunt. Cums in 
her mouth every time. 

—Gets bored with young cunt—like all cunt, 
period. Starts to beat off in her face and slap her 
around. Makes her lick that slimy shit off the head of 
his fat, sweaty, adult dick. 

—Rapes her asshole. 

—Introduces dildos and cameras into their 
familial bonding. Push this in. Now keep it there and 
twist. Deeper. Stop your fucking crying, you little 
fucking whore. You like it, don't ya, you used fucking 
slut? Sit on this. All the way. Stop crying. Suck this, 
suck it. Ties her to the bed and plows it all up into 
that tiny little slash. That deserving pit just keeps 
stretching and stretching and stretching. 

—Gets her pregnant. 

—Watches mom get beaten to a pulp after she 


finds the photos. 

—She knows she’s the cause of all the 
problems—her brother’s drug habit, her father’s 
insanity, her mother’s depression. She's ruined 
everything for everyone. 

| can see it all. All these things and more slosh 
around in that small brain that only knows pain and 
mistakes and failures. And every memory, every 
thought, every decision—all starts with daddy's juicy 
red cock. This makes: 

—looking at her disgusting holes worthwhile 
(knowing daddy stuffed them all)— 

—watching her grind and gyrate and thrust and 
jiggle worthwhile (the way daddy taught her)— 

—seeing her peel off those cheap panties and 
bras worthwhile (just like when she had to put ‘em 
one and take ‘em back off for daddy). 

When she unhooks that tacky C-cup and lets her 
tits fall naked against her chest, and then shakes 
them around, right to left, with a little shoulder-switch 
and tail-wiggle, does she look at me with my cock in 
my fist and see her father? 

I'm betting on it. 

A dollar a pop. 

| want to see her father standing there behind the 
glass. He's beating his meat in front of her. He eyes 
her fatty tits and belly, her hairy cunt through her 
cheap panties and squat, bruised legs. For daddy, 
she: 

—spreads her cunt lips and twiddles her clit— 

—finger-fucks herself. Feels the insides of her 
slimy bowels and comes out with a disgusting, sticky, 
smelly, soaked finger— 

—tubs and slaps her hairy crack and pokes her 
dilated asshole— 

—licks her lips and gives the air in front of my 
dick a mock blow job— 

—watches all sorts of men cum in her face. 
Everyday. Always. 

And when she gets home, she gets to take care of 
her other mistakes. She tries to forget: 

—her drug habit— 

—her ugliness— 

—her loneliness— 

—her worthlessness— 

—her overwhelming inabilities— 

—her brain-damaged child. The one that was born 
bleeding beneath the lining of its brain. The one that: 

—can't learn to feed itself— 

—can't learn to talk— 

—can't lift its head up of the pillow just yet. 
Doctors are optimistic that, with therapy and 
dedication, the child-thing may someday be able to 
raise that bloated thing more than just a tad— 

—shits and pisses and spits up on itself and 
doesn’t have a clue about it— 

—cries and cries and cries— 


—will grow up into a wheelchair but will never be 
able to move it by itself— 

—is constantly in need— 

—breathes through holes cut in its tiny little neck 
and spine. And, once again, doctors are optimistic 
that someday they can remove the tubes and replace 
them with permanent artificial devices that won't look 
quite so hideous— 

—will need help to piss and shit every day for the 
rest of its life— 

—will never learn to use its hands— 

—will forever meet people who will not look its 
way until it passes and then will just stare and shake 
their heads with pity— 

—will never touch another human in a way other 
than in a complete state of dependence— 

—will feel only loneliness, shame, and hatred— 

—will never lead the storybook life its mother had 
always planned. No love, friendship, care, trust— 

—won't even be able to perform in the Special 
Olympics. It’s too far-gone. Too brutalized. Too sick 
and worthless and depressing for the pity parade— 

—sits alone, crumpled and uncomfortable, while 
its mother is out spreading cunt behind glass to men 
for a dollar and, if she’s lucky, an extra dollar tip. l'm 
sure this pig compares cocks. She made a point to 
look down at mine while | pulled on it. She's looking 
for one that looks like dad's or her druggy boyfriend's. 
It’s part of the job. Has to act like she wants that 
dick—gets a big tip if she sticks her head toward it 
and licks the glass. 

What does she do when she fucks? Who would 
actually want to stick their dick in that thing? Would 
her father still want to? She fingers her asshole too 
much to be a dyke. Perhaps she’s trying to form a 
friendship with the nigger janitor that mops up the 
cum around here. Does she think that maybe one day 
she'll look out and behind the glass will be Mr. Right 
with his balls and cock in his hand? Will he cum, tuck 
in his wet cock, and take her away from all of this? 
Does she still believe in love? Or just welfare? How 
does she feel when someone cums inside her cunt? 
Does she think of all the thousands of times she's 
seen cum drool out of men’s cocks? 

| shoot on the window and drip on the floor. In 
her face. | clean up, zip up, turn around, and walk 
out of that revolting cum depository. 

She says, “Thank you.” 


FOUR 


| always get a little tweak of excitement when | 
see kids—young kids—cross the street in front of my 
car. They're so blasé. So full of themselves, so loaded 
with attitude and phony with promise. I’m always 
reminded of this woman whose child was smashed by 
a delivery truck while he was playing out in the street. 
| see these giggling fresh faces and my brain and 
spine get licked with every single detail of that 
accident in less than a breath. A neighbor ran to the 
woman's house and, screaming, they both bolted 
straight out the front door to find the little boy 
sardined between the truck and a parked car. There 
was tiny twisted flesh and long, scratching streaks of 
blood and the mother going deep, deep into shock. 


My Dear Woman, 


| hope you'll read all of this. To do that, I’m sure, 
you'll have to fight an impulse to stop suddenly and 
tear it into tiny pieces. Either that, or you'll want to 
hand it directly to your prosecutor friend and spare 
yourself the bother of what you see as my perverted 
problems. But I'm hoping that you'll be able to draw 
on some of the enviable resilience you displayed at 
the trial and, with teeth and fists clenched tight, 
make it through to the end. | do understand how 
unpleasant holding a letter from me must be. | can 
appreciate that your thoughts throughout the length of 
this missive may center only on the State's failure to 
adequately silence me. But let me convince you of my 
worth—for the length of this letter alone. Let me 
assure you, firstly, that contained herein is 
information you'll want to know in order to form a 
truly accurate portrait of your beloved son and, 
secondly, that you can trust me to give you 


unflinchingly honest facts and opinions based on 
close and careful observation. You're certainly correct 
in questioning my motives for such a letter and | 
won't attempt to lessen your possibly justified hatred 
and prejudice. But if | might be so bold—we find 
ourselves in a rather unique position. We share an 
extraordinarily intimate relationship with your son as 
loving catalyst and interface. And, whether you prefer 
to admit it or not, our relationship is, since the 
passing of your son, as close as either of us will ever 
be to him again. 

Now | would assume, both from seeing your 
actions at the trial and parole hearing, and reading 
various quotables in the press and depositions; that 
you find no use in shielding yourself away from the 
gory details or painful invectives regarding Danny's 
death or living situation. It is to this strength of 
character | wish to appeal. And further, I'm sure you 
would agree, that any information regarding Danny's 
life and death is, at this sad point, very dear indeed. 

To be brutally frank, | think you owe it to Danny. 
By your own admission—at the parole hearing 
especially, when you so eloquently explained the hole 
in your heart and life since Danny's untimely end— 
you owe it to Danny to picture him in your mind as he 
truly was, and not just as what the public wants to 
hear or wants you to think. 

And as concerns my veracity: You know the facts. 
You know the photos. And | suspect you sense the 
honest truth. But honesty is a valuable, precious 
commodity—so precious, in fact, that it is irrevocably 
insular. Safety and fear demand that we cast aside 
our pure sense of honesty and instead act on a base 
level more common to jungle animals and thieves. 
May | suggest, then, with that excruciating familiarity 


as a backdrop, that we ignore the false veneer of 
respect and good taste and allow our shared 
experience to speak for itself. Just as true honesty 
celebrates itself, through the necessity of lies and 
trickery, let's you and | concentrate on only our 
observations—shared as they are in deference to 
Danny. 

| promise | won't keep you long. | also promise 
you a unique experience afforded to very few mothers. 
How many women do you know who are able to see 
their child through perfectly clear eyes—precise, 
lavish images unmuddied by falsely accepted 
sentiment or natural (to wit: blind) concern. Allow me 
the chance to show you Danny as his peers, his 
public, saw him. Let's you and | share the selfishness 
of his personality. His being. His image and reality. | 
suspect, as | said earlier, we already do. 

| thought your presence at the parole hearing last 
month was a very brave and commendable move on 
your part. | know how difficult it must have been for 
you. You said so yourself, didn't you? The papers and 
court records should accurately reflect that fact also. 
Your pain as a mother suffering a mother's most 
extreme pain is quite obvious. Your words reverberate 
in my brain as they echo through the public’s Sunday 
newspapers: “| don't want this creature out to kill 
again. He took my son. He can’t ever be allowed to be 
paroled. Never, never release him. May he die in hell. 
He not only killed my son, but he murdered the father 
of my son. He surely died because of the stress and 
strain of the case and the pain that he caused.” 

Strong words with a personal, real-life backbone. 
Let the parole board see the living pain of the crimes. 
Quite right. After, of course, they've viewed the actual 
photos. The photos that you brought with you. The 
same photos the prosecutor had and passed around to 
the board members just as he did to the judge and 
jury so many years before. 

You came across, to me and your public, as 
exactly as you see yourself. As exactly as you are, l'm 
sure. Damaged and hurt and especially honest. These 
outrageous circumstances demand ostensible 
sincerity. These demands require that you share with 
all of us the most confidential and introspective 
details of your psyche and experience. An ugly 
situation, indeed, and one where the greater concern 
for general welfare is sometimes forgotten entirely in 
simple practice. You held up well and put on a very 
special performance. 

| think, therefore, you will understand what | 
mean when | say that | saw a lot of Danny in you. As | 
watched you, as | checked your piteous bawling, your 
manipulative pleas and acerbic, bitter, vengeful 
insults, | saw the real Danny seep out of the witness 
stand and obliterate you. Through you | watched 
Danny and his dismal failure to understand his 
impulses and drives. | saw the most basic personality 


forged precariously upon laziness and the ever-ready 
acceptance of the immediate public moment. 

Pity, then, that | can’t say your social soul- 
searching was enlightening or unique. Like Danny, 
your honesty was only as entertaining as your 
mistakes. Your opinions are only viewed against the 
typical scenery of public stupidity. 

This indolence might forever serve you, but 
between us, and our very special closeness, it will 
remain a heavy and brutal wedge. This is a shame. 

Forgive me if | don't dismiss you as readily as you 
dismiss yourself, but | think your raw nerves and 
motherly mewling need some shaping. You need some 
motivational skills, some insight—a few less back- 
pats, concerned hugs, and empty reassurances and a 
few more details. 

“All you have to do is look at the brutality of the 
act of the man. The fact is he is a monster.” 

Impressive, effective, | suppose, but you and | 
know: empty. Let's not let ourselves sink down to their 
level. Let's you and | disregard the convenience of 
histrionics and, instead, base our feelings—our 
honesty—on what we know between us. 

Which is to say that Danny was not a particularly 
bright boy. He wasn’t especially pretty or endearing in 
even the most open or drunken circumstances. | know 


that your relationship with Danny wasn't all that close. 


The sheer frequency with which | saw him was 
enough to tell me that. But, beyond that, | could see 
it every time | was with him. However, | would never 
question the strength of your influence, and, of 
course, that very special elemental bond between a 
mother and son. 

Danny's main attributes were his slim waist, large 
penis, and cheap price. His young age helped, as his 
chosen lifestyle hadn't evinced itself on his face just 
yet, though | wouldn't call him in any way cute. His 
mouth was a little slack and his eyes dull. Of course, 
the rather large amount of drugs he took daily 
couldn't help but alter his appearance but then, to 
guess at his looks without that chemical-induced 
stupor would be about as unfair to him as the crying 
jags in your testimony. | only knew Danny when he 
was high and for sale. But, as I've said, | knew him 
often. 

Danny was friendly and malleable and eager to 
enjoy himself whenever he was completely blitzed. He 
was talkative and typical and, | suspect, somewhat 
retarded or permanently drug-stunted. A nice boy and 
nicely available. He was extremely polite, albeit 
street-cool with a slow, slurred solicitousness. 
Charming in a sluggish, desperate, thoroughly average 
type of way. Lovely, if barely awake. 

| encouraged Danny to talk whenever we were 
together. And, in keeping with my avowed dedication 
to honesty between us, | will confess that my interest 
in what he had to say was more sexually selfish than 


the misguided altruism that is more commonly 
assumed. Danny told me about his girlfriend, his 
plans for marriage, and his hope of getting away to 
Montana to “take it easy” eventually. Danny was 
always careful not to act gay and also to not let me 
think he was just some sort of street bum. 

Shall | tell you some of the other stories Danny 
told me? | think | should, as you can quite possibly 
use the details in your next interview with the Tribune 
or the parole board. That is, just in case, you'd prefer 
at this point not to continue on with me in my 
attempts to help you formulate that warm and colorful 
portrait of your son. 

Perhaps | should explain that, speaking from 
experience, a lot of what prostitutes say is usually 
manipulative in some way. If they're not trying to sell 
an image or raise the price, they're trying to ensure a 
repeat client by giving him what they think he wants 
to hear. Sometimes it's just lowly self-aggrandizing. | 
can only add that what I'm about to enumerate came 
directly from Danny’s mouth. And just as | choose to 
believe or ignore those things | prefer or dislike, so 
should you. As | suspect you already do. But it did all 
come from Danny. 

He told me his mother and father died a long 
while ago, after which he was delivered to an aunt 
and uncle whom he didn't really care for. He said his 
uncle raped him when he was nine, and although | 
encouraged Danny to give me explicit details of this 
attack, and which he dutifully did, | will spare you 
them as | know them to be mere business phantasms 
best consigned to my more private moments. After all, 
you're still living, and during the trial | heard not a 
single mention of any uncle or any other less-than- 
proper living arrangement during his younger, more 
formative years. | wonder why he said both you and 
your husband were dead, though. Perhaps you can tell 
me? 

He told me he didn't think he was gay because 
usually men only paid him to let them suck his cock. 
He told me he had a lot of problems cumming and 
even staying hard in their mouths and often had to 
resort to thinking about his girlfriend with his eyes 
closed. However, if | offered him a bit more than the 
going price, he was quick to let me in his crack, and 
only once—the first time—did he remark that it made 
him feel cheap. He always seemed to take it pretty 
good. Some mess, no blood, not especially tight. 

He told me he saw a social worker who came 
around periodically but that (“no offense”) he seemed 
a lot like his customers. And the girl that came 
around with condoms and addresses of where he 
could stay and sleep and kick was “really fat and 
ugly—you know why she spends time with us, it’s 
‘cause no one else will hang out with her.” 

He said he quit school because his classmates 
would call him a faggot and other names ‘cause word 


got out about what he was doing. He said he got in a 
lot of fights but won ‘em all. Of course, the Danny 
that you and | knew couldn't win a fight with a nun. 
Perhaps a natural awkwardness and frailty accounts in 
part for the exceptionally long list of drugs found in 
his autopsy report? 

He charged an extra twenty bucks if his 
customers didn't want him to use a condom. He 
confessed that he was worried about AIDS and was 
always very careful. | explained to him that he was 
probably not in the position to get the virus, as it was 
his dick getting sucked, and he replied it was just a 
way to get more money anyways. 

Rest assured, | used a condom. When | fucked 
him. 

Danny liked heavy metal. But, perhaps not 
surprisingly, he liked the older groups—Judas Priest 
(his favorite), Black Sabbath, Ozzy, UFO, Led 
Zeppelin. He hadn't heard of many of the newer 
groups, though his friends sometimes talked about 
them. | told him about the so-called “death-metal” 
bands such as Napalm Death, Carcass, Morbid Angel, 
Immolation, and Samael, but he only seemed politely 
interested. He told me he bought a Slayer cassette 
and an AC/DC cassette from a local used-record store 
one night. He wanted to listen to them in his new 
Walkman, but “the fuckin’ thing's all fucked-up. | just 
fuckin’ got it, but | don't know what the fuck 
happened—it was alright when | got it.” Needless to 
add, Danny was pretty high. 

Sometimes Danny would ask me for an extra five 
dollars. “I'm having financial problems today,” he'd 
say. This meant business was slow. He'd say he 
needed the money for dinner and then start talking 
about the extreme price he had to pay for drugs. He 
said he had to make deals with this “scumbag nigger 
at his roach motel.” 

Danny told me most of the men he went with 
were “middle-class white guys” and that he was pretty 
selective. | can tell you that while this may have once 
been true (though | find it hard to believe), by the end 
of his sixteen-year-old life, Danny looked a little more 
than tired. I'm sure if he didn't waste all his money 
on drugs, he could have saved quite a lot of money. | 
can't help but wonder why he took so many drugs. Do 
you think his school life was really that bad? | can't 
imagine what he was trying to get away from. | can’t 
quite understand what would make him so desperate 
for artificial fun. 

Although | know how special Danny was in your 
eyes and how you're just sure he stood out from the 
crowd; how he was kindhearted and carried your 
neighbor's groceries and helped his litter sister, etc. | 
must unfortunately confess that this was not obvious 
on the street. Alone or in a small gaggle of misfit 
hookers in Uptown, Danny was no less or no more 
cute than any of the others. His moves, his come-on 


and usurious smile, his slow conversation were all rote 
performances. Very much like all the rest. Very 
careful. Very fucked-up. His penis, as | said earlier, 
was large (long and kind of thick for such a skinny 
boy), and that may have made him stand out to 
various size queens, but, in all honesty, his main 
allure stemmed from his availability and familiarity. 
I've had better and worse. More entertaining ones and 
more abused ones. 

Now, of course, what | knew of Danny and the 
impressions he made on me were put in a different 
light after | hurt him. His crying and begging and 
swearing and fitful rage and drugged inability to cope 
tend to cloud my earlier memories. Just as l'm sure 
your loving images of breast-feeding and night-time 
tuck-ins are marred by the crime photos you promised 
to bring to each and every parole hearing. But these 
were extreme circumstances, and l'm sure it wouldn't 
be exactly fair to judge Danny on such a caged and 
urgent set of events. One's mortality is something one 
is desperate to avoid, and when faced with its 
shocking and painful reality, one can easily be 
excused for forming an entirely new personality. 
Perhaps we can talk about all this in another letter. It 
would be fascinating to hear your thoughts on how 
you think Danny perceived himself and his 
surroundings. His sense of purpose, his religion, his 
politics, etc. He did beg fearfully for his life, | can tell 
you, and | somehow suspect that this reflects a little 
better on you. 

Well, | know I've taken up too much of your time, 
and if | might be so bold, one last time, | suspect 
your time with Danny was always a mite strained and 
difficult for you. Hopefully, next time you talk to the 
press or the parole board, you might mention less 
about what a great kid gone awry he was and more 
about how he was pretty much dead before | even got 
near him. 

| think that would be the honest thing to do and 
more in keeping with a real love for Danny. No use in 
tarnishing your personal photo book even more than it 
already is. 

Additionally, I'd like to hear more about yourself. 
Maybe how I've made you feel in light of all the press 
and peer attention you've received. Nothing wrong 
with a little limelight, and | certainly don't mean to 
suggest that you're an empty, worthless media hog. In 
fact, | think the photo of you shrieking and crying at 
the courthouse when the caption below read, “Danny’s 
mother declined comment” was especially tactful. You 
did look old in that shot. That was probably enough of 
a comment. But I’m talking more specifically about 
how I've given your rather special mothering 
technique that rare stamp of legitimacy. You'll no 
longer be a piece of trailer-camp white trash with a 
faggot junkie whore for a son, you're forever now a 
poor blameless mother who has suffered unspeakable 


injustices. Inconceivable tragedies. Gross 
disadvantages. 

Violence is quite a purge, my dear woman, and 
when | think of the gleaming coincidences we share 
it's mildly disturbing to me that we’re not much 
closer. I'm sure you'll agree. 


Hope to hear from you soon, 


FIVE 


PURE was described as a magazine that “extols 
the pleasures of child-torture and murder” by the 
Illinois Assistant State’s Attorney during his press 
conference. He thanked God that | was stopped 
before the third issue “hit the streets.” 

“Child abuse is a sublime pleasure.” This is the 
line most of the reporters and anchormen latched 
onto on the night of my arrest. The rest of the 
paragraph, from PURE #1, is as follows: 

“All the great extremes—genital torture, forced 
unlubricated rape, butchering; all these pleasures and 
more reach their pinnacle when the victim is a small 
child. The orifices are extremely tight and usually 
virgin, an absolute joy to mangle, rip, and violate. The 
pained screams ring more shrill, more impassioned, 
unhampered from years of growing up fat and jaded. 
Virgin territory brings the fresh cries and intense 
reactions of crushed and forever retarded innocence. 


This dick. This fucking idiot who, because he 
knows his job too fucking well, thinks he’s a bright 
little boy. Sitting at the opposite end of this ratty 
Formica-top lunch table, he stretches, clasps his 
hands together in the air, and brings them back 
behind his head. He's still wearing that stupid green 
logger’s cap even though we've been inside now for 
the past three hours. Everything's attitude with this 
bore. Sizing me up and psyching me out. Regular-guy 
blue jeans and flannel shirt, mousy mustache and 
beard, slow Chicago accent and dim eyes. 

He sighs and asks me what | know about Melissa 
Ackerman. He wants to talk about it ‘cause he’s 
talked to some of the other cops that are working on 
the case down state. Then he asks me about Robin 
Gecht. It was his job to talk to some of the hookers 


and follow up on some of the leads in Gecht's crimes 
and, he's really quick to tell me, he even picked up 
some of the mutilated hooker corpses. 

My situation hardly calls for irreverence so l'm 
compliant. This dick wants to fill me in. Wants to 
show off, | figure, but wants to act like he’s drilling 
me for info. Wants to see how much | know. 

What a dick. 

I'm positive about this guy. Just like the prim 
nigger who showed me the arrest warrant and search 
papers. Just exactly like the Customs goon who was 
livid—honestly, bright red and pounding—about me 
getting kiddie porn through the mail. And the tight- 
cunt professional with the crow’s feet and pinched 
face who decided to drop in on my apartment search 
just ‘cause she helped rewrite the laws on child 
pornography. 

Knee-deep in shit, they're dimwitted enough to 
care and enough not to understand. 

So the suburbanite prattles onward. Did | wonder 
what it was like to pick up these bodies? Did | know 
that an arm meant a search for a hand or a leg or 
whatever limb was missing? Did | understand the gore 
factor? And did | know that with everything he’s been 
through—all that pain and violence and evil and gore 
and sickness and humanity—that he couldn't even 
approach the thinking that | had? 

The details were interesting, the editorials a 
given, and the indignation annoying. 

Cops have such a great job. Pity they're all bump- 
and-grind morons. | wonder when it is, approximately, 
that their fetish for their position turns to the pure 
stupidity as evidenced here. But | know these dicks 
are here for reasons: serve and protect and care and 
power-trip and insecurity and macho and vigilantism 


and personal best and gym class and family and 
making a difference and retirement and pension and 
all the bloody rest; | don't figure they're all perverts. 
Sheep. Like the rest. That’s all. Inoffensive, really. 
However, there must come a time when the “material” 
they handle ceases to feed the shock of the new and 
enters the nether regions as slog or burnout or mania. 

These dolts get to have all those nice photos of 
crime victims on their desk. They get to flip through 
my copy of INCEST FOUR and nine months of my 
garbage-can refuse. They get to search for decapitated 
heads and limbs and teeth and hair and iron bars 
used for beating some scumbag whore’s head to bits. 

These football boys get to do so much. 

Have you ever seen kiddie porn? Real KP—not the 
fag crap by NAMBLA pussies or Mexican boy 
collectors. Good KP has tiny kids—I've seen babies, 
which, actually, fail to make much of a tweak due to 
the rather unimpressionable age. But the gesture is 
certainly appealing. Good KP, as quoted in the 
memorandum of law in response to defendant's 
motion and amended motion to dismiss the 
indictments in case numbers 86-CR-211 and 212, 
should have at least some of the following: 


a child under the age of eighteen 
depicting a child as (1) engaged in an 
act of sexual intercourse; (2) engaged in 
an act of sexual contact involving the 
mouth of that child and the sex organs 
of another person; and (3) in a pose 
involving the lewd exhibitions of the 
genitals of that child. 


| think it goes without saying that age eighteen is 
a convenience just for the law. Preferably the child 
should be quite young—not so young that, as | 
mentioned earlier with the babies, they don’t know or 
care what's going on but certainly young enough to cry 
and be scared and hurt. Traci Lords and too much fag 
KP isn’t where it’s at, fellas. If you're looking for 
genitalia, go somewhere else. 

The stuff my cops get to enjoy contained all sorts 
of good action. The kind where the damage is clear 
and real, albeit subtle and unbloody. 

My cops and both sets of my lawyers and my 
judge and all the clerks that cared got to pore through 
pages of top-quality material. Hard to get then, near 
impossible to get now. Lucky fucks. 

A little boy—maybe seven, longish blond hair in a 
messy, “just got out of bed” Dutch-boy cut extends 
his tiny wet tongue out of his cute little lips and 
presses it against a huge, hairy cock—hard, 
uncircumcised skin pulled back and thick, heavy, and 
long. The boy's eyes are wide open. The man towers 
above the boy as the cock seems as big as the tyke’s 
confused little face. 


A little gir—much less than ten, I'm sure, in a 
series of shots. On a bed. In a car. In a field. No 
penetration, no physical abuse, and all the better 
because of it. She’s displaying her wares for the 
cameraman: Lift up your shirt, dear, show us that flat 
chest. Smile now. Bend over. Lift up your skirt. 
Spread your butt-cheeks. Turn around now. Point to 
your thing, dear. Touch it. Smile once more. They're 
all here—all the ridiculous, cheesy, hetero-fantasy 
flesh jerkoff shots, but with a little spice. The 
position, the atmosphere, the environment, the crime, 
the corruption, the smell of threats and control and 
manipulation. Child pornography is so much more 
than just child flesh; so much more than just flesh 
anything. 

A little girl—a full close-up of her cunt. Fuck 
knows how old. It's a hairless cunt and, obviously, as 
tight as a drum. Two fingers frame her cunt and 
stretch it open. The camera records the display in 
juicy wet color, flesh and pink untouched 
unmentionables.... 

A little boy—a different, short-haired, naked 
innocent lying on a bed. We see an older man 
dangling his long, flaccid dick into the boy's 
swallowing throat. We stare from the foot of the bed; 
the boy's feet just on top of us as he lies supine 
under the squatting man. The boy's head is twisted 
uncomfortably and turned up slightly to give that all- 
important age profile. His paper-thin lips wrap around 
the hanging works while the man wraps his big, bony 
paw around the boy’s teenie weenie. He cups the little 
balls with a couple of fingers and pinches the penis 
between his thumb and forefinger. No response from 
the boy. Eyes shut. Mouth open. 

A little girl—a close-up of her face. Eyes half- 
open, tousled, stringy brown hair—longish, again, 
about to the neck. Flat. Greasy. Her mouth is closed 
and her lips slightly relaxed. A thick, snotty load of 
milky-clear cum is smeared across her lips and cheek 
and nose. Some of it has slid onto her eyelid. It’s a 
fucking big load on a small, cutie, pasty white face. 

A little boy—lying on the bed. Could be the cock- 
swallower. We see his tiny asshole and firm, taut 
buttocks envelop a thick, man-meat cock. Guy fits his 
cock into that little hole, and we don’t get to see the 
little bastard’s face. I'd like to see if the asshole took 
it easy—see what step on the wheel we're at here. 

A little giri—possibly five years old—quite small, 
wide-eyed and scared-looking. That hair again. Licks a 
dick. Hairy adult balls at her chin and neck. Big dick, 
small mouth, tiny tongue. The cock goes in sideways 
across her lips and her tongue caresses the bottom of 
the vein. We see her small, skinny frame, her ribs, her 
almost nonexistent nipples and hips, her bald pubis 
with just the most tender hint of a slash down there. 
Her eyes are the biggest thing about her. 

A little girl—same one, so incredibly small, squats 


on a fat cock. Just the tip of the head makes it in. 
Another shot—a close-up of the action—shoves the 
cock all the way into her stomach. That tight little 
bony quim stretches impossibly ‘round that engorged 
thick prick and takes it all. Just his heavy balls 
squash out beneath her tiny lap weight. 

Another cop—balding, thin, but otherwise typical 
nigger, in designer jeans and understated work shirt 
tells me about his responsibilities. These same 
responsibilities will later be expressed even more 
clearly in their case against me. To wit: 


“the distribution of photographs 
and films depicting sexual activity by 
juveniles is intrinsically related to the 
sexual abuse of children.” 

“the materials produced are a 
permanent record of the children's 
participation and the harm to the child 
is exacerbated by the circulation.” 

“States have a legitimate interest 
in inhibiting dissemination or 
exhibition of obscene material when 
the mode of dissemination carries with 
it a significant danger of offending the 
sensibilities of unwilling recipients or 
of exposure to juveniles.” 


And | agree. Certainly. | wish | could feel the 
constant torture of the little kiddies when | blithely 
masturbate in the privacy of my lonely little bathroom. 
Instead, | have to amuse myself with the hope that 
the child now depicted sucking cock ended his day 
draped over a hotel-room luggage stand dead from an 
overdose of cocaine given to him by the photographers 
to keep him quiet and malleable. Too many white- 
Slavery stories sound fantastic, too many whore 
memoirs sound self-serving and convenient. I'm 
willing—eager—to believe all that this black-lipped 
nigger and various other law-jobbers have to say—I'd 
just like some proof, some backbone. 

The nigger tells me how much he hates looking at 
this stuff. | think every cop, dick, and DA that I've 
ever talked to has made sure | knew that. | would 
suggest another job. Honestly, it can't be worth it. 

Just imagine the horrible possibility of one of 
these poor men fucking their wife’s depths, grabbing 
her big titties, and sucking her tongue and plowing 
ever harder, ever faster when, all of a sudden, that 
evil image of child-fellatio hits him in his forehead. 
I'm sure it's enough to make him lose his erection. 

Imagine my nigger cop fucking his wife doggy- 
style, or rubbing his greasy dick on his wife's saggy 
breasts and having to struggle to disassociate his pure 
feelings of love with my demented notions of fun. It’s 
enough to make him swear off begging his wife to let 
him in her ass forever. 


And, good Lord, how will he ever help his little 
baby daughter potty-train or take a bath? 


“Are you a member of NAMBLA?” 
“Are you a homosexual?” 
“Did your father abuse you?” 


For the women: The cops made sure that all the 
prisoners | shared cells with knew what | was there 
for. 

One short fat nigger cop patted me down ina 
holding area (after I'd been there for a couple hours 
and in full view of the other twenty or so prisoners, of 
course) and asked, “any mo’ of dose little boy 
pictures on ya? Have ya got any mo’ of dose little- 
baby sex pictures in yo’ pockets?” 

Another stupid nigger pig wouldn't allow me 
within ten feet of his desk. | had to shout the 
information he needed for his little form from the line 
of prisoners. Everyone else stepped to his desk. When 
| got there, he told me to move back—way back—and 
then announced to his partner (and everyone else) 
what | was there for. His partner, white, just shook his 
head. 

Two Dago moron cops told the two dicks flanking 
me (as we walked to a courtroom) to knock me down 
the stairs and get it over with. 

A fat-ass Mick pig banged on my cell at four 
o'clock in the morning to make sure | saw the 
newspaper with my photo in it. He said, “Everyone's 
really hot about having you here—how come 
everybody hates you so much?” 

They kept switching my cell. Every one of my 
cellmates was black. Not one gave a fuck. 


“Who sold this to you?” 

“When did you start looking for this 
type of material?” 

“What do you do with this?” 


| like these cops. | even like my unbearably 
stupid parole officer. (She suspects that I’m a 
Satanist and wanted me to see a psychiatrist but 
couldn't find the funding.) I'd hate to sound as if I'm 
crying over these incidents. My arrest caused me 
some big problems—these aren't them. No, l'm a big 
fan of these types. | like these guys ‘cause their loss 
drips off them like a sick shed skin. 

| wouldn't have it any other way. If they really 
care: They've lost. But they’re just football boys. 
Blind, deaf, and dumb, stuck waist-deep in a 
snowstorm and just waiting for a big-enough freeze to 
come carry them off to their next big sleep. They are 
very safe, these boys, far above their station. They see 
themselves as poking some order into the scummy 
ditch below. Very expensive. Very luxurious. Very 
convenient. Very careful. 


| wouldn't have it any other way. Even if | could. 
Works too well. Sometimes. But it's certainly morally 
reassuring. I'd like to see more documentaries on 
Brazilian death squads done by caring ingenue film 
makers. More talk shows on rape and child abuse, 
more TV specials hosted by celebrities who've 
suffered tragedies and are big enough to share all the 
gory details. More important people doing important 
favors. 

| need to spend more time with people bigger 
than their jobs. | need to hear them explain what they 
have to deal with day by fucking day. | want to see 
their wrinkled faces and hands and the bruises and 
traumas that started their eating disorders, 
alcoholism, nightmares, and ulcers. | like to hear what 
they hang their marital problems on; how their kids 
aren't responding and women—they just don’t know 
what it’s like. 

And they're so much better—excuse me, we’re— 
all so much better for having had the experience. 

|—we—need a cop who understands the horrors 
of child abuse. Really understands it. He's seen the 
pain, both mental and physical. Societal. He's been 
right there on top of it. He's done everything, from 
picking up the corpses of kids with their tiny genitalia 
fucking ripped from their bodies and soaked in blood 
and cum and wounds and salt and shit and piss and 
nails and wood to forcibly removing a crying, howling 
ten-year-old from her father’s arms in a run-down, 
filthy project hole ‘cause he suspects serious abuse, 
goddamnit. 

A copper who's always thinking. Brings this shit 
home with him. Deals with reality. Doesn't try to 
escape, but rather, integrates all the facts into a 
lifelong drive for truth and human rights. 

A cop who sees today's headlines and TV themes, 
who checks which way the wind’s blowing. Watches 
the waves and trends of society and hopes that 
human nature must be better than its actions. 

He tortures himself nightly. Can people be just 
this bad, or is it reflexive trauma? Are these criminals 
victims, perhaps? Or is it a simple question of control, 
or, rather, the lack of it? | just jail the sick, he figures, 
but most importantly, | protect the innocent. 

You wouldn't believe what | deal with, he says, it's 
such a nightmare. The lines are never black-and- 
white. Take, for instance, that most abused kids want 
to stay with their abusive parents. Love—love is a very 
weird thing and kids are so impressionable; so easy to 
brainwash. Have you ever heard that one song by 
Madonna? 


“You can't hurt me now 
I got away from you 

I never thought | would 
You can’t make me cry 

You once had the power 


I never felt so good about myself.” 


I've seen these kids, I've studied the psychology. 
She really hits a nerve. She cares. She campaigns on 
behalf of these kids. Donates money and makes it an 
issue in interviews. 


“Oh, father 

You never wanted to live that way 
You never wanted to hurt me 
Why am I running away 

Maybe someday 

When | look back 

I'll be able to say 

You didn't mean to be cruel 
Somebody hurt you, too.” 


There's another song. 


“They cry in the dark 

So you can't see the tears. 
They hide in the light 

So you can't see the fears.” 


I've seen these kids; they don’t want to tell on 
their parents, even though they're beating them to 
death; making them do horrible things. Really 
disgusting, horrible things. 


“Be daddy's good girl 

Don't tell mommy a thing. 

Be a good little boy 

And you'll get a new toy 

Tell Papa you fell off the swing.” 


| remember one of these kids. A cute little girl— 
really cute under all the tears and scratches. Her 
father was fucking her since she was four years old. 
He taught her how to suck his penis like a 
professional prostitute. And, to top it off, like the 
fucking pervert sex wasn’t enough for the sick 
motherfucker, he had to beat her. We wouldn't have 
even known about the abuse—the sexual abuse—f it 
wasn’t for the fact that when | pulled her away from 
the old man, you know, when | had her in the office 
at the station—she was the most highly sexed thing 
I'd ever seen. She'd make a hooker blush. And she 
was really little, really young and small. She'd rub her 
crotch and say these filthy words and then stick her 
tongue in and out—you know, like she was giving a 
blow job. It was sad. Really fucking sad. She was 
stressed-out—it was such an ugly scene with her dad 
and everything, so she was acting really upset and she 
showed us all this stuff. That motherfucker really 
fucked her up. | don't know if she'll ever be fully OK, 
you know. | wanted to kill that motherfucker—it's 
really frustrating. 


| think it’s important that the public knows about 
these things. | don’t think too many people could take 
it, though—the real stuff. 


“Yes, | think I'm okay 

| walked into the door again 

Well, if you ask, that’s what I'll say 
And it's not your business, anyway 

I guess I'd like to be alone 

With nothing broken, nothing thrown 
Just don’t ask me how | am 

Just don't ask me how | am 

Just don't ask me how | am.” 


There's that one line that keeps going through my 
head: 


“They only hit until you cry 
And after that, you don't ask why.” 


These songs, they really come to mean something 
more when you deal with this shit every day. 

The cops that searched my apartment (I think 
there were eighteen creeps there at one point) came 
through both doors (front and back) at the same time. 
And as soon as they got there, the phone started 
ringing. For them. While they rifled, packed, and 
logged the items they were seizing, one young-ish 
white cop made a crack about my having more child- 
abuse books than they had back at their offices. 

They made me play some records for them. They 
picked out a seven-inch single that had a teddy bear 
on the cover called “Stay With Me Tonight.” 

These boys. These rednecks. Regular Joes. Good 
guys. School kids. Nice, God-fearing men. Weekend 
warriors. Family men. Football boys. 

They've been to the bad areas of town. They've 
typed out the reports and gone home to tell their 
wives. And they don’t want to talk about it on the 
holidays, mom, for Christ's sake. They've been to 
those little closets that cost an unpaid eighteen 
dollars a month and seen the roaches and rats and 
dirt and filth. They've imagined the kidling’s faces, 
checked for bruises, and felt the broken jaws and 
collarbones. 

Spleen cut in two by powerful punch to the 
stomach. 

Knee broken from outside pressure. Mom says the 
boy fell off the bed. 

Buttocks and back riddled with purple sores and 
welts, indicative of abuse. Mother says child is “slow” 
and can't grasp idea of potty training. 

Skull sensitive to slight pressure. Possible 
fracture. 

Thick burn marks and scrapes on legs and arms. 

Cuts on inside of mouth, severe swelling along 
jaw and chin. Mother says boy suffers from an 


abscess. 

Dark patches on scalp where hair looks like it's 
been pulled out. Child would not let officers examine 
her head because “it hurts too much.” 

Red swelling around genitals. Puffy marks may be 
burns or possible allergic reaction. 

They get to pick up the garbage: 

A black whore was found in a garbage dump, still 
breathing, bathed in blood and dirt. Her left big tit 
had been slashed and hung to her body by a thin 
stretch of flesh; her right one had been completely 
severed and was nowhere to be found. Long, jagged 
cuts criss-crossed her fat black body. She was deep in 
shock. Drugs had been flushed down her throat with 
Coca-Cola. She had been raped vaginally and anally. 
She was eighteen years old and first introduced to the 
world of whoredom by her boyfriend about two years 
ago. 
The body of a sixteen-year-old boy was found in a 
garbage heap in Chicago. The body lay undetected for 
almost two weeks and was sprawled across a 
mutilated dog carcass. The boy's torso, stomach, 
neck, and genitals had been sliced and ripped apart 
by a large, sharp knife. He had been necrophiliously 
raped. 

“You see these kids? They're my responsibility. | 
have to protect them.” 

A nine-year-old boy had been shackled to a large 
section of two-by-four specially fixed with a pair of 
handcuffs. In this helpless position, the boy's virgin 
young butthole was raped with a seventeen-inch, hard 
rubber, double-headed dildo. A thin glass rod was 
shoved up the hole of his dick. His mouth had been 
shut with black electrician’s tape. After the torture 
and rape, the boy's genitals were severed from his 
body, in part, by the killer’s teeth. The boy was beaten 
and slashed and, finally, bled to death. 

“What about these bestiality films? Where did you 
get them?” 

A twelve-year-old girl had been made to crouch on 
all fours while her attacker took her from behind. She 
was found with her tiny thin white throat slashed from 
ear to ear. Her anus and pre-teen cunt had been 
savaged and mutilated. 

“How often, on average, would you say you 
masturbate?” 

A sixteen-year-old boy's remains were found in a 
garbage can, placed in several green Hefty bags. The 
youth was a well-known street prostitute and had 
spent his last day on earth being literally stomped to 
death in the bathtub of a trick. The boy was attacked 
with a butcher knife and an awl. He had been 
strangled and cut into pieces by a hacksaw. The 
smaller shards of his personality that didn't make it 
into the Hefty bags ended up in the toilet, sink, and 
in pails of bloody water left in a basement. There were 
portions of the boy's brains found underneath a 


radiator. 

“Do you like photos of naked children? Does this 
stuff...turn you on? Do you get excited by these kinds 
of things?...You must like it, right?” 

A mother of four was only one hundred yards from 
her home when she was murdered. She was trying to 
make ends meet by whoring her ugly, used-up body 
one late night when she met the wrong john. With a 
hammer, he smashed her head in until the entire skull 
caved in from the back. He tore her motherly tits into 
one gaping wound with five stabs of a knife. He 
stabbed her an additional nine times in the stomach 
and one deep thrust into her throat. 

The same killer collapsed the face of another 
whore who was turning tricks in her cramped, dingy 
little apartment. He used a claw hammer on her head 
and then ripped it into her chest. He would smash 
with the blunt end and cut and dig with the claw end. 
The harlot's blood splattered the entire apartment. 
After he was done mutilating the corpse, the killer 
pulled up the dead cunt's pants and fastened them 
back on. 

“I've got to take some Polaroids of you—to show 
that we didn’t hurt you or anything. Then | want to go 
over some of this mail with you.” 

A man Florida would pick up whores in his car, 
drive them to the quiet spot of their choice, and 
proceed to beat them to death with his fists. He often 
butchered the girls, after death, with a screwdriver. 
Plunging into their cunts and wombs and spilling and 
spreading the viscera out among the dirt and filth. 

“You're clever. If we don't find anything, then I've 
got to assume you're involved with a second party or 
you're hiding it somewhere else.” 

An old bag of eighty-four years old was raped 
before her killer bled her to death. He slit her old 
rooster throat and carved her face up with a kitchen 
knife. She was raped, a second time, while she lay on 
the floor blubbering and bleeding. 

“If we take you out the back way, they won't film 
you now, but they will get you going into Cook, and 
that'll look a lot worse. You'll be getting out of a cop 
car. You're better off walking with us—we’ll walk 
faster than the cops at Cook will. You can put your 
coat over your head if you want to.” 

I've always been a fan of the man behind the 
counter in porno stores. They're almost always ugly, 
fat, sloppy or skinny, gay and trashy, and they're 
always pissed off. Rude. Curt. Unfriendly. Miserable. 
Stupid. Blank. Seems like they've been there too long. 
Maybe too much need and loneliness. They size you 
up immediately and couldn't give a shit. If they 
bother at all. 

It's just a job. 

Pay your dollar to browse, or get a few bucks for 
the booths. Buy a copy of Cum on My Tits or The 
Penetrator or SCREW or Fetish Times or cum on the 


floor in the back. Use your hand or a stranger's 
mouth. Someone has to clean that up, you know. 
Someone has to deal with the perverts and faggots 
and the cops and hookers and troublemakers. 


Someone has to deal with the drunks that stumble in. 


But the pay’s good, and you're your own boss most of 
the time and, generally, it’s pretty quiet and safe. 


SIX 


“As Lisa died, Bundy bit into her flesh. He tore at 
her breast, his teeth almost completely ripping the 
nipple off. It hung to the tit by a thin shred of tissue. 
Bundy also bit her buttocks. Twice. Four distinct rows 
of teeth marks dug deeply into the girl’s ass-flesh. 
Bundy rammed an aerosol bottle into Lisa’s anus and 
then into her vagina. The bottle was found next to the 
bed covered in blood, shit, viscera, and matted hair.” 

—from PURE #2 


These are the faggots. This is one. This fucking 
lowlife scumbag with his mouth wide open and free 
hand jerking his little hard-on. This fucking worthless 
faggot cunt who's replaced his soaked maw with his 
frail little pussy-grab that whacks my cock off so he 
can tilt his head back to catch every drop of my cum 
down his queenie throat. As soon as | start to spew, 
this womanly waste’ll switch mouth to hand with a 
technique sure of experience. Wet gaping black hole, 
clean teeth, red-faced fruit whose sweaty had fucking 
shines crisp and lurid in the glare of the video screen. 
This is pure female insecurity. Him on his knees, his 
existence crowded around my dripping cock and 
sticky balls and thighs, my sweaty, smelly ass crack. 

| shovel my slick sperm straight down his throat. 
As if this is what he’s born for. Everything's so clear to 
him here: knees hurting against the concrete, bent 
back covering up the peep hole he prayed in front of a 
few minutes ago. Every fucking drop of that thick, 
watery, white snot ends up in his mouth. On his 
tongue. Down his gullet with a gulp and a sigh. A lick 
and kiss and a suck and lick, slurp, lick all over the 
place for a nice, clean job. 

This is the money shot. 

No mess. My cock is clean and wet and free of 


any sign of my own interest in face-fucking this 
pathetic weakling moron. 

And | wish the money shot could be all it's 
supposed to be: why the hooking porno cunts and 
posey asshole interviewers on TV always bring it up 
and talk it down. The money shot, I'm to understand, 
is humiliating, degrading, one-sided, and less than 
human. Objectifying. A brutish act devoid of the 
humble reciprocity necessary in the offering up of 
one's sexual self. Here in dark, dank video room- 
whateverthefuck, where | can pick any of, what, 
fifteen films like: men fucking men, transvestite 
mistake things or ugly made-up bitches; but no dogs, 
kids, or the disabled, | just fucking wish the money 
shot would be all those things those pussies 
promised. I'd like to wallow in that selfishness and 
degradation. 

This faggot brings all that baggage in with him. 
He had his cock out when he came in here. He 
shoved it my way when he told me he wanted to 
“suck.” His humiliation, his vulnerability, his 
worthlessness, his used insecurity were what | saw 
just after he tapped on my wall: | got to see him 
masturbating his works and jabbing his tongue at me. 
Sure, come on over. 

Any one of you. 

Every one of these tools thinks he’s special. He’s 
got a suburbanite wife and a coupla kids and plays 
sports with his buddies off from work but, Christ, | 
need a cock in my mouth, he figures, there’s 
something extra to my existence. 

All sorts here. 

And all the same. 

The cocksuckers who invite you to their 
apartment—the gay ones—if you even just touch their 


cock. The perverts who're just lonely drivers and 
dwellers. And the husbands and old men who are just 
bleeding all over the fucking place. The dick-lickers. 
The rimmers. Ball-tuggers and cock-strokers. The ones 
who want it in their ass, but don't make it too loud. 
The ones who wipe your cum on their cheeks and 
necks and then off with their shirt sleeves. The ones 
that give lousy—fuck, really lousy—blow jobs. And the 
ones who want to suck your cock while it's soft—the 
same ones who've cummed in their palms before you 
even get hard. 

These pussies line up. Their desperation palpable 
through the thin cardboard walls. Put a token in the 
slot, jog the channel, and listen for the tapping. Ram 
your cock down their open mouth, stare at the top of 
their sometimes balding heads, and check another 
peephole to see a shy fag work his dick up acting all 
stupid. 

Desperate little fucks. Desperation wants penis, 
basically. Any cock, but probably, big cock like the 
movies they watch, with full, hard-packed balls and 
clean and healthy and muscled. Suburban sleaze, but 
prim and proper. You know the shit—homos and S&M 
poseurs are at the bars. Next step up on the fag totem 
pole and they've all got their hands wrapped around 
their dicks. 

Mexican faggot grunts. 

Blossoming queen tears a condom foil with shaky 
fingers and barely looks at you. Won't take his eyes 
off that meat, though. 

Seen ‘em watch that cum shoot out so’s they can 
dodge the spray. Most are better at jerking than 
sucking, not surprisingly. Though a lot want their shit 
in their mouth. 

Only time | wish | had AIDS. 

At home, the faggy gays all have the same videos 
and books and records and knick-knacks and you can 
piss on the ones with wooden floors. 

I'm game: Tell me about your mother, moron. Tell 
me about your alcoholic father or how you got beat up 
in grade school, how you didn't fit in at high school, 
and how special you were in your outsider mode in 
college. Then tell me about the news you watch, the 
movies you see, the newspapers and magazines you 
read, and the campy crap you think makes impressive 
conversation. You can then lick the shit out of my 
hairy asshole, off my cock, and around your lips. You 
can smear that greasy snot from your hole on your 
balls and legs and give me that phone number of your 
friend who likes to be fist-fucked. Mention it again 
next time | see you and demurely accept an offer to 
have me squeeze your insides, queer dear. 

Gross animal soaked in piss. Mouth dribbling it 
out; the half of which he doesn’t swallow. Letting it 
spit and pour and slide down his chest and genitals to 
sop into the floor. Wet, smelly, matted head of hair, 
pouty thick lips, and tell me again, how pure you feel. 


How cleansed. 

How pathetic. 

How ugly and lonely. 

And worthless. 

These cocksuckers ask for it. So weak and 
available and female. Everything they do here screams 
out against the weight of the world. And they just lay 
right down under it. Cock down their throat and up 
their ass and covered in cum and thick red AIDS 
cancer welts. Let me hear those details again: 
coughing first, the sores, the hairy tongue, the 
attrition, and then the piss- and shit-soaked fetal 
position in bed after bed in hospitals across this 
whole fucking world. 

The sperm that slides down their throat’s going to 
come back as thick bile and blood in just a few years. 

These fags fucking beg for it. They are everything 
conned and ruined and stepped-on. Wasting away 
from the time they decide to limit and politicize their 
sexual mistakes. Nothing better than a faggot killed 
for a cheap sexual thrill. Females, faggots, cripples, 
bums, all the same. Pawns. Jokes. 

Hurting faggots has nothing to do with hating 
them. Homophobia is a myth. |, we, couldn't give a 
damn. Homophobia is a term designed by queer PR 
buddies and support groups: a self-aggrandizing 
buzzword. Hurting faggots has everything to do with 
availability and desperation. As always, it’s the 
situation that counts most, and fags bring an 
exceptionally heavy count of simpering weakness 
masked as galling bravado to each and every nervous 
twitch. Makes for a nice kick. You know, when they 
fucking beg for it. 

They suffer and die by their own effort. 

Poor souls. Poor rejected mama's boys. Scared of 
reality, petrified by the outside. 

So many things seem important as the cum spurts 
out of the end of my cock-hole and into a bucket that 
breathes and moans and masturbates. And so many 
things are important to this bucket: 

His father with Alzheimer’s. 

His feelings of inadequacy due to his failure to 
understand what it is he does, exactly. 

His collection of moments and anecdotes and his 
stories of unobtainable dreams. 

His bitter memories over his social clumsiness 
and personal awkwardness. 

His lack of good looks. 

His loneliness. 

I've never met an honest fag. They become so 
adept at lying to their parents and friends and chums 
that they seem to lose any real personality; instead, 
they become your best friend by constantly 
readjusting their likes and dislikes, their opinions and 
tastes, to yours. It’s all very charming. 

His immense denial. 

His heavy hurt and psychological damage; 


resplendent on his sleeve and noticed by no one that 
would ever matter. 

His mistakes. 

| can taste all this from the end of my cock. And 
as my cum spills down his cheek and neck and clots 
in his hair and closes his eye and dots his teeth and 
tongue, I’m aware that the money shot is all too easy. 

Too fucking easy. And all the things that are 
important to me, here, aren't fucking important 
enough. 

He's too run-of-the-mill. 

Too banal. 

And embarrassing. 

A boring cartoon, a joke for other lonely people. A 
sitcom—a ridiculous half-hour on the couch. 

The money shot, for all its glorious hype, should 
bring with it a flood of real emotion: some real 
damage. 

Instead, it's just another cum. A wet spot in your 
hand wiped off with Kleenex and flushed down the 
toilet. The great pay-off isn't in the cumming—or even 
in whether or not the guy knew how to suck: If he did, 
he's a fag with practice, if he didn't, he’s a closeted 
crybaby—reads too many magazines, sees too many 
videos, doesn't know the score. Pathetic, sad, and 
scared. 

Boy or girl. A blow job is a blow job. And 
cumming is cumming. But whoever says they both 
feel the same (“like a squirrel playing with your nuts”) 
hasn't ever had both. Cunts suck your dick to impress 
you with themselves. Fags suck it ‘cause they need 
it—it exists as everything to them. My cock-head 
lolling in the back of his throat, his lips pressed 
against my pubis, his jaw and chin up to my balls, 
and his tongue circling the taut meat stem: These 
boys have a tradition and a technique—a veritable 
legacy of defeat. 

But the various forms of orgasms, the different 
examples of pay-off, money shots, the big-deal 
release: None are as good as the porno whores 
promised. 

‘Cause it should be. 

Seems vaguely like a rape of some stupid pig 
female aged twenty on up. They'll seek therapy and 
counseling and attention and coddling for the rest of 
their miserable lives. Which is quite a funny thing. 
But it doesn’t ring true. 

This cunt wraps this garbage around her and 
wears it as a blanket for-fucking-ever. A perfect 
excuse for everything and every little bother and 
responsibility. A reason for living: An answer for the 
end of the day, a categorical imperative, God. But, 
unfortunately, she can get over it, | just know she 
could, so all the nightmares and night sweats and day 
horrors and mental blocks and traumatic catatonia 
just add up to another cunt crying in her Chablis. 

| want to see the damage. 


| want to see the fucking pain. 

Cunt gets raped. Better be by her fucking dad for 
years and years, and better be brutal—with cameras 
and dildos and threats and kicks and slaps and razors. 
Cunt better cry for the rest of her life ‘cause she can't 
think of anything else. Sees that daddy-dick in every 
Playgirl, underwear ad, and soap-opera stud she ever 
flashes on. 

Cunt gets raped. Better fucking cut her hands off 
and beat her face to a bloody pulp. Leave her cunt 
split open asshole-to-navel. Make it so ugly, she can't 
piss or shit or change her disgusting tampon with the 
lights on or her eyes open. Don’t let her pass a mirror 
without falling to the floor in a sweaty, teary fit. 

Cunt gets raped. Better lock her in a basement 
somewhere and bleed the bitch. Make her eat your 
shit and drink your piss and suck your cock with a 
toothless mouth. Fuck her in the ass with your cock, 
fist, chair legs, lead pipes, and bricks. Slice her to 
pieces and bruise every inch of flesh and then piss 
and cum onto the open wounds. 

Cunt gets raped. Make him beg for your cock, 
Make him beg for that thing he wanted in the first 
place and then fuck his face so hard he cries and 
cries and bleeds and bleeds and drools and dribbles 
and vomits. Let him realize that what he’s been 
fucking around with is going to fuck him up. Make 
sure he knows that he puts himself there and has only 
his pathetic, misunderstood “needs” and “drives” to 
blame. Make his lips so fat and raw and disfigured 
that he'll never be able to prowl adult-book stores 
again. Make his dick so limp with pain as to make 
sure he'll never grope it again. Fuck his asshole with 
your fist—and then rip it out—many fags die this way. 
Fist-fuckers have to be very careful exiting the anus. 
Stomp and squash his face into his skull with the 
boots he wanted to lick. Tear his back open with a 
thick metal belt buckle and slam the rest with a 
baseball bat. Make him lick the shit—the sticky black 
feces clotted with blood and sweat and mucus—off 
the wood of the bat and smash his fucking eyelids 
shut. Crack his skull and spine and leave the broken 
mass for his brother to find. Let the brother who slept 
in the bed across from him while they were growing 
up find his brother the fag; the fag who all but died in 
a sick sexual tryst. Let the faggot explain his position 
to his mother and father from a bed that will keep 
him uncomfortably alive for the rest of his troubled, 
dependent little life. 

Cunt gets raped. Cut off his balls and cock and 
stuff them into his mouth. Ask him if he wants to 
suck cock now. Ask him if he'll ever jag off again. 
Hang around bathrooms now, motherfucker, hang 
around urinals and check out the action with your 
tubes and wires and colostomy bag. Not much action 
now? How sad. Did your own dick taste like all the 
others? That hot muscle-skin taste? After the smack 
and smell of blood wore down? Was your cock a 


disappointment? | would have thought it would have 
been heaven—everything you were about. 

Cunt gets raped. And dies. Mom and dad and sis 
receive some brand-new info on their pervert son: The 
money shot should feel like I'm there to see them get 
the news. 

The money shot should be like when one of Randy 
Kraft’s victims gets buried. Mr. and Mrs. fag-breeder 
explain to the neighbors that they only just found out 
about their child’s penis being cut off and then 
stuffed up his dead asshole along with leaves, dirt, 
and tree wood. They fight back their embarrassment 
with opportunistic grief and stutter through the details 
of a swizzle stick being jammed in their boy’s bladder 
via his piss-hole. And that he had burn and cut marks 
all up and down his body, even his eyelids. 

The money shot should be like when Lesley Ann 
Downey’s mother checks her child’s corpse in the 
morgue for police identification. When she passes her 
daughter's frayed and dirty clothes on a table on the 
way in, and when she sees the face she had cared for 
all those years under a white sheet held back by a 
stupid cop technician, and when she focuses on 
Lesley's swollen lips. And then, later, when she gets 
to hear the tape of Lesley crying; of her getting her 
mouth stuffed with something believed to be lan 
Brady’s cock; of her being threatened by Myra 
Hindley, of her begging and pleading to be allowed to 
go home because “I’m going out with my mama. 
Please, please help me, will you?” Ms. Lesley’s mom 
has since spent well over twenty years on drugs. She's 
written to her child’s murderers and continues to fill 
her days with rage and hate and pain. 

The victims of Peter Sutcliffe. Bashed on the 
heads with a ball-peen hammer and then raped and 
mutilated with a sharpened screwdriver. Peter picked 
on cheap road sluts, many of whom had mothers 
typically unaware of their daughter’s taste in cunt- 
hungry men. Yes, ma'am, that thing you shat out and 
effectively abandoned years ago turned up as a corpse 
the other day. As if sucking and sitting on dicks in 
alleyways wasn't enough of a humiliation, get this, her 
vagina had been slashed open to her tits and then a 
greasy, broken bottle was slammed into her gaping, 
gory wounds. 

So many lovely, important money shots. 

At the very least, it should be like the day a 
mother gets told about her son’s suspected 
retardation. At the very least. The toddler gets into 
some skirmish at preschool and the teacher calls a 
conference. The kidling just seems slow and too 
clumsy. Too unreceptive. Look at those eyes, that 
forehead. You always suspected it. You refused to 
admit it. Now go home and tell your husband. And 
call your mother- and father-in-laws. Tell them to call 
your friends and their friends and see what fake 
advice that gossip will generate. Then better get 
settled in for dealing with this mistake—this oaf, this 
monster, this waste of space, this parasite, this life- 


ee 


sucker—for the rest of your miserable life. 

Or some suburbanite cunt wakes up in the 
morning. In the room next to her lies her husband, 
who for the last two years has been unable to do 
anything but shit, he being a victim of a fall-asleep- 
at-the-wheel car crash. Her ass hurts from the inside, 
her face and arms and thighs are sore and stiff. She 
looks down at her middle-aged saggy tits and sees 
scratches and bruises. Her eyes burn and fill with 
tears and she thinks: oh-God-|-hope-|-didn’t-get-AlDS- 
how-are-my-kids-gonna-get-by-without-me-|-hate-my- 
husband-I-hate-my-life-what-was-|I-doing-why-am-l-so- 
stupid-what-was-|-thinking. And she remembers what 
she was thinking: She was sick of cleaning shit out of 
her husband's flabby ass, off of the bed and out of 
the shower. She was sick of seeing his atrophied 
muscles and flaccid, pale flesh. She was sick of 
staring at his mouth and eyes and trying to discern 
his numb thoughts and needs. She was sick of 
working and sick of her kids and sick of hearing about 
sex when all she had was TV. So she decided to try 
and hide that married-for-ten-years belly in some 
loose clothes and caked up the makeup ‘cause, if 
there's a God, it would be dark at the club. And, of 
course, the only guy that would even pay attention to 
an old used garbage bag like her is the one that'd 
take her drunken shell to a motel room and fuck her 
face and stretched-out birth hole. And when he got 
tired of her stumbling attempts at sexiness and 
youthfulness, he opted to fuck that other—tighter— 
hole. Her feeble resistance was met with insults, 
slaps, punches, and rape. And the money shot—a 
couple of them—him sliding his cock out of her shitty 
hole and popping back into it, the day she finds out 
about HIV antibodies, her cleaning the shit-smears off 
her whorish panties and her praying and dealing with 
some fucking God somewhere to help her past the 
next hurdle. 

My mind should be filled with these things. My 
brain should wash with images of Dean Corll fixing 
one of his young charges to his torture board and 
ramming home that big dildo. Of Ken Bianchi 
injecting ammonia into some dumb-titted coed’s 
veins. Peter Kurten slashing some small child with a 
broken pair of scissors. Robin Gecht tying up the fat 
tits of a teenage nigger whore and then slicing ‘em up 
and off. Of Dodd torturing a helpless five-year-old boy 
and recording all the baby’s pain with his camera and 
tape recorder. Ted Bundy jamming a can of hair spray 
into a dying bleeder's discharging asshole. 

The pigs are wrong, stupid. Too much is made of 
the money shot. The humiliation, the desperation, the 
degradation, the weakness, the failure, the base 
stupidity—all givens. The cunts bring it in with them. 
Nothing new. Nothing real. Hollow promises and 
lifeless stand-ins. Stunted onanism. Easy pantomimes 
designed for the sheepish magazine and video set. 

Faggots are too available. Too female. Too 
common. Too beaten. 


SEVEN 


FIGURE 11.5 

The back of this three-month-old was pressed 
twice against a hot wall-heating grate. The uniformity 
of depth of the burn, large clear imprint, and double 
imprint on a normally clothed body part make 
accidental burning unlikely. 

—from THE BATTERED CHILD, Ray E. Helfer and 
Ruth S. Kempe. 


Look, my dear, I’m just looking for some fun. No 
big deal, just some fun. This isn't going to mean 
much, | assure you. 

| don’t figure everyone's in line to suck my dick, 
you know. It’s just your bad luck. Shame on you for 
being so convenient. Shame on you for being so 
available and so weak and longing. 

| could be in front of a TV right now. | could be 
whiling away hour after hour with the cable channels 
speeding by—Can't say | care much for the way you're 
shaping up, son. I'm afraid you'll turn into one of 
those boys whose only goal in life is a good cum in 
front of the TV. You'll find yourself wasting day upon 
day of good quality home time flicking off channels 
like a fat horse flicks flies. Your pants undone, cock 
jutting out of the top of your underwear, one hand on 
your balls, the other on the channel switch. Tits. Tits. 
Tits. Some ass. Where’s some tits and ass? Fuck 
knows you'll end up wasting your entire life—time will 
just pass you by. There are so many important 
things—more important things to accomplish dear, my 
dear son. | can't allow you to waste your time like 
this. Sweetheart. | want you to go out there and make 
something of yourself. Experience life. Do things, see 
places, meet people. Yesiree, it's a good life and it's 
all your just for the asking. 


Understand this, cunt. 

You're it. 

| don't give a rat's ass about you and your 
opinions or why the fuck I'm doing what I'm doing. 

It's your own stupidity, your own charmed life that's 
let you down, dear. 

| don’t come from an abusive background. My 
father didn't fuck me, and neither did my mom. My 
brothers and sisters are fine. | didn’t get to hear my 
mother hiss, “cocksucker” across the table at my 
drunken father. | never saw my dad spit at her or slap 
her hard across the face. | never cared about how they 
fucked or if they didn’t. Neither did my mother recoil 
whenever my dad came close with a hug or kiss. 

My mom wasn't a whore. My dad wasn’t a 
simpering drunk weakling. 

And whatever past you've had, my dear, dear little 
girl whatever precious memories you hold tight or 
whatever nightmares seep through into your 
consciousness now and again: | really couldn't give a 
fuck. They don't matter. Not here. Not anywhere. 

I'm quite a bit older now, you know, and l'm 
pretty sure at this point that your tiny tales about your 
evil mommy and daddy wouldn't appeal to me all that 
much. 

Jerking off’s too easy, too quick, too nothing. | 
You're gonna have to try a lot harder this time, 
sweetheart. 

Convince me. Tell me about your papa. Tell me 
about how you ran away when you were young and 
how you met some pimp who fooled you ‘cause you 
were so young and vulnerable, and then segue into 
your successful recovery and victorious triumph over 
things that just got out of hand. 

It may look as if I'm bored, but believe me, l'm 


just really tired—! didn't get much sleep last night, 
and I'm a trifle worn. Go on, I’m fascinated. Really. 
I'm only yawning ‘cause, you know—| really want to 
hear what you and every other fucking blameless cunt 
has to say. 

| think it will help us enjoy ourselves even more. 
It'll help us to enjoy each other even more. It’s 
important that we get to know each other—first, 
before we become intimate—isn’t it? 

Tell me all about yourself. 

| just can't wait to hear every little detail. 

Tell me about your hopes, dear girl. 

Tell me about your dreams and aspirations. Tell 
me about what you've seen and what you want to see, 
what you need and think and feel. And then, you can 
let me know all about your body. You know, what 
you'll need to feel yourself cum. 

Go on, this will be fun. 

Tell me all the exciting details behind your 
opinions and situations. Fill in the blanks. Let me get 
to know the real you. 

I'm really worried about you cumming—you know, 
l'm afraid that, while I'm here pleasing myself—you 
know, that | might lose myself and forget about you. | 
don’t want to be selfish. It's really important, to me, 
that you enjoy yourself. Honestly—you’ll have to let 
me know. What do you like, dear? Did | spend enough 
time on your cunt—on your clit, huh, on your labia, 
your asshole, your mudflaps? You sewer fucking hole. 

Please do tell me, love, | need to know what you 
want. You wanna get fucked in the ass? Huh, cunt? 
You want me to fucking ram my dick up your shitty 
fucking butt hole? You wanna coke bottle in there? 
Chair leg? My fist up to my arm? 

How about | play with your tits? How about | 
make your nipples hard, ‘cause | know they're 
sensitive? | have to be careful, don't 1?—Say, you're 
not on your period, are you? Christ, then they're 
especially sensitive, aren't they? Fucking ugly cow 
dugs—fat bags of useless flesh and disgusting rat 
milk. 

Come on, honey, let me know what you need. You 
liked it, didn’t you? You liked it, right? | mean...1 was 
good, right? Was it OK? Oh, God—don't tell me...am | 
a bad lover? What can | do? Wasn't | good? Didn't you 
get off? Huh, didn’t you get off, you fucking sleazebag 
cunt? Didn't we cum? 

You fucking beast. You hairy dog. You pig. 

Have you ever seen faggots suck cock? You 
should—maybe you'd learn something, you whore. 
Maybe you'd learn how to wrap that lipsticked whore’s 
maw around a fucking man's cock the right way— 
learn how to use your slimy tongue and garbage 
mouth like a real pig. Kiss the tip, make that noise, 
you know, all that porno shit—all that “need” shit— 
all that fucking corporal loving important shit. Let's 
share, sweetie. 


Did you ever see faggots fuck in the ass? You 
want me to stick your legs behind your ears and pop 
all over your cunt? I'll yank my dick out of your 
shitted hole and money-shot all over your stretch- 
marked belly, you birthing pig. C'mon, doll, let's make 
some love. 

Ever see a faggot suck a nightstick—ever see him 
get it shoved in his mouth, back and forth, back and 
forth, wham wham wham, until he vomits up all the 
beer he’s been drinking all day? This frothing beer 
stench yellow and orange puke—all over. All over him 
and his beard and hair and face and chest and jacket 
and pants. I've seen the motherfucker eat it as well. 
And like it. More puke, more jamming that stick in his 
mouth, more vomit, and more face rolling around in 
it—his fucking hair all stringy and matted and stinky 
and sweating and spitting. 

And shit—sucking it straight out of assholes. 
Fresh green shit. Brown and green, dark and gooey. 
Comes out slowly, motherfucker has to strain to inch 
it out and straight into that pock-holed fag face. 
Fucker sloshes it around through his teeth with his 
tongue and digs it, although his throat and stomach 
seem to jerk a little. I've seen a different damage case 
eat shit off a floor after it’s been cummed on. A big, 
thick brown log with pearl-white cum spewed all on 
top of it. Faggot buries his face in it. 

Oh—you'd like it, dear. I'm sure you'd like it a 
lot. 

Come here, put your mouth around my hairy balls 
and I'll see if | can't work out some shit while you 
slurp. Come on, you cunting pig—you fucking porker, 
you sleazy animal. 

This is what you do with whores now. You jerk off 
in their ugly nigger and white-trash faces. Have ‘em 
suck your sack while you jerk your dick. They'll do it. 
Money's tight, heroin’s expensive—that crack, boy, oh 
boy, you sure do need a lot to keep fucked up, 
don'tcha? Crack and AIDS and liquor and junk and 
child abuse, Christ-all-fucking-mighty, | love you 
piggies. Come on, let me cum all over your cunt-hole 
face. 

C'mon, you'd like that, wouldn't you? Secretly? 
Honestly? | know you would. Let's do it together. Let's 
have some fun. Let’s share some release. Some 
catharsis. Let's meld. 

Let's see you lick. Let's see you swallow, you filthy 
beast. You rutting slob female pig. 

While smashing your hard head open with a 
crowbar and splitting your face open with a broken 
bottle does fill me with a certain sense of excitement, 
| must tell you, I'd almost rather let you go. Let you 
go on your merry little typical way. 

I'd like to see you file this information. Let it 
mean nothing more to you. Just like all the 
steamrollers that have squashed and rolled on over 
you in the past. The way you’ve forgotten them, the 


way they've forgotten you. 

Whatever | decide to do to you—whatever | do, 
quite possibly, won't mean anything to you at all. 
What's another line under your eyes, another roll of fat 
on your stomach, another dimple in your saggy ass? 
Another bad memory. Another idea to lose in the back 
of your little misshapen mind. 

I'd like people to refer to you as sick. Sick and 
damaged. Like Laurie Dann. When Laurie was holed- 
up in a neighbor's house after shooting the lungs out 
of some little runt, her father was brought to the 
scene. It was thought that somehow he'd be able to 
get her out of the house—just by his presence there. 
The cops wouldn't let him talk to her ‘cause they 
weren't sure how she'd react. They didn’t know what 
images—what memories—her father’s presence might 
trigger and perhaps set her off unfavorably. Anyways, 
her father was shocked when he arrived. He saw the 
guns and the police poised to shoot, and he got very 
upset. “You're treating her like an animal!” he 
screamed at the chief of police. 

It’s a nice scene, don’t you think? Her problems 
and her inability to deal with those problems was, 
obviously, quite severe. And her father had to deal 
with it, just like her and the police chief and the 
parents of that little boy sans lungs. 

But | don’t think people will call you sick if | let 
you leave. | don't think your mind is that soft and 
tender yet. 

I'd just like to be that close to you—I'd like to 
feel that you're sick and damaged and in pain. That 
you're sad and confused and desperate and lonely. 
That you're a loser, a fuck-up, a nothing. 

I'd like that cheap thrill of seeing you suffer like 
an ugly monkey in an old rusty cage. | like the idea of 
you lashing out at the world in all your pain by hurting 
yourself and whatever other convenient sucker 
happens to cross your messy path. 

You can put on your makeup and lipstick and 
Squeeze into the whorish rags you think will attract 
others. Talk like they want you to. Mind your manners 
and watch what goes on, carefully, intelligently, 
longingly. And then, when it doesn’t work—when you 
find yourself out of place, all alone and pathetic—and 
the sympathy act won't even work—! want to see your 
brain just drip right out of your skull. | want to see 
your eyes go dull and soft, and | want to hear that 
stupid, violent gibberish roll perfectly from your 
mouth. 

| know what you're thinking. You ugly cunt. You're 
thinking I'm talking from experience. No, my dear, 
these are all images from the pit—from where you 
are. My little female. My little boring drag. 

Don't get me wrong, though—I'm not suggesting 
some sort of reactionary bias toward your charming 
femalia. | wouldn't want to sound vengeful. As if | 
was out for some sort of bizarre psychic compensation 


or payback. I've nothing against you personally, dear. 
Or any female slob pig cunt, for that matter. 

| don't feel you're all the same. 

| think you're really quite special. 

Yes—dear, only you have suffered and triumphed 
over your unique past, and l'm sure, none of us (and | 
mean everybody, not just we men) could ever hope to 
fully understand your willfulness and genealogy. 

How wonderful for you. 

| don't like those Playboy types, you know. You 
mustn't feel bad about your body. Who says you have 
to live up to such a perfect image? Who says you have 
to act and perform a certain way? Yesiree, l'm not 
attracted to Playboy bodies—I like ‘em from the 
inside, Isn't that right? It’s what's inside that counts. 
Your mind. Your personality. Your thoughts and 
decisions, your kind and caring demeanor and 
nurturing, concerned nature. 

Of course, just ‘cause I'm not attracted to Playboy 
lumps doesn't mean | don't judge you against that 
image. Oh, absolutely, | like that psychology—! hope 
the pressure of that image is real. | do hope, as all 
those humanist, feminist, PC misfits so eloquently 
propose, that there is such pressure. 

But to me, doll, you're the cat's meow. 

Lucky girl. 

You're everything | ever hoped for. 

You could be anything. Just as long as your 
wonderful personality was the same as it is now. Why, 
your body is just a shell, isn't it? The goodness inside 
shines right through, right? You could have been 
male. You could have been a little boy. You're so 
much more than just a hole or just a bucket for me to 
piss in. When | fuck you, | want to see you as | truly 
know you. | want to close my eyes, lean back, and see 
you dancing happily in my brain. 

But for right now, | think I'd like you to have a 
skinny little dick. | think you should look like a boy | 
saw in some kiddie porn. | think I'd like to close my 
eyes, lean back, and pop my load into that kid's very 
small soul while | tear you—sorry, him—into a million 
little bawling pieces of flesh and pain with glass- 
bottle shards. 

| liked your asshole, doll, you want me to make 
you shit all that blood again, huh? Should | take you 
out, sweetheart? | like the way your asshole felt 
around the end of my dick and the way your tiny 
intestines sucked me in while | laid into you. You 
gotta nice, hairless ass, kid—a real girl's ass, almost. 
If | didn't know better, I'd think you had the potential 
to grow into a faggot. You've a fairly effeminate air 
about you, and | get the feeling you didn’t mind it all 
that much as | shoved my hard-on in and out of your 
tender hole. 

How old are you—can five-year-olds be fags? 

| think I'm gonna fuck you again before | let you 
shuffle off this great big playground. | think I'll wait 


another day or so. You looked pretty fucking scary the 
last time | took a long, close look. Your ribs and throat 
and legs, especially. Far too thin. 

| love the way your skin is turning green from 
those bruises. You're quite a mess, you little fuck. | 
love how you stumble around—your clumsiness. | love 
the pain and hurt and terror in your youthful, wee, 
chubby face. | loved the way my cock looked in your 
mouth and how it felt when | rubbed it and my balls 
all over your wet, red face. Oh, | liked that a lot. 

And | like the way you bleed. | like the way you 
shit and piss and lose control. How you beg and plead 
and scream from your throat when you want your 
mommy and from deep-down in your stomach when | 
hurt you. 

| like your body, too, dear. | like your hairless ass 
and the tight dimples on the sides of your hips, your 
knobby knees and your flat, bony child’s chest. | like 
your skinny, hard spine rippling down your back and 
the soft skin that covers everything you are. Your 
messy blond hair and fresh, unscathed forehead and 
bright eyes before and after they puff up with fright 
and rage and confusion and helplessness. | like your 
thin, barely there eyelashes and silky eyebrows, and | 
like it when you sweat and cry and contort that 
cherubic face into the scowling Satan who's been 
wronged and violated but still can't do a fucking thing 
about it. 

| thought you were very beautiful, indeed, naked, 
and standing in front of me; your face shiny red, your 
teeth clenched tight like iron gates and your tiny fists 
all balled-up and twitching. Your eyes screwed and 
fiery. Your punches tickled, sweetie, your 
powerlessness made my crotch ache even more. | love 
your hairless little dick. Your tiny, bunched-up balls 
and button dickie. That little clean area above your 
penis where soft blond pubics would probably sprout 
if you were allowed to live. 

Before you die, I'm going to cut your dick off with 
a pair of scissors I've got. | want to see that scrawny, 
emaciated body implode. | want to see the whole 
corpus liquefy and bleed out that raw stem above your 
tiny little sack. 

| thought your hard-on was touching. It looked 
magnificent on such a young boy. It confused me a 
little, it looked so foreign, quite honestly. Like it 
shouldn't be there. But | love that fact that, even with 
your brain wracked in pain and your hands tied and 
bound and your body bleeding from your ass and the 
glass slits; even with all that and fuck remembers 
what else, you were able to get a hard-on in my 
mouth. 

| got quite a thrill from jerking that little pecker. | 
thought it was great—and if | hadn't been distracted 
by your bleeding and continuous bleating, | would 
have liked the opportunity to see you cum. Just to see 
what that sort of release would do to you. And to see 


if you could. I'm gonna bit those whittle testes off 
your body, you little bastard. I'm gonna bite down 
hard, pull the flesh away with my blood-drenched 
teeth, and listen to you fucking scream to high 
fucking heaven. Then I'll spit the mangled, chewed- 
up tripe out of my mouth straight back into yours and 
watch your skinny, veiny throat choke and retch on 
‘em. 

I've seen some great kiddie porn—but never have 
| been attracted to the kids’ bodies. It's the crime, 
you know. The damage. The situation. Not the body—I 
couldn't give a fuck if it’s a boy or a girl or whatever. | 
just like the trauma and torture and general action. | 
like the mutilated innocence, the destruction of the 
naive and protected, the brutal reality and pain of 
knowledge. 

You know, that's what pisses me off about these 
NAMBLA morons. The potential for greatness is there, 
but they're such fags about it. 

Like the photos | took of you. 

That would make for some good KP. If you were a 
lot younger. These faggots just focus on the flesh. 
Here they are, so unrelentingly insecure about 
themselves that they divine a taste for children and 
yet have to tart it up with all this idiotic nonsense 
about the kid’s pleasures. It's imbecilic and cheesy. 
They're like retards standing in the mirror looking at 
their hard-ons for the first time. 

They don't realize it’s the personality, not the 
flesh. Or it's the situation, not the size of the dick, 
the smallness of the ass, or the color of the eyes and 
cut of hair. 

They're unfair, aren't they? 

C'mon, show me where the fun is. Open your 
heart and your legs for me. Show me all there is to 
see and feel—make this experience so special by 
really sharing with me. Let's celebrate your existence, 
dear. 

Living by proxy is fine, love, please don’t be 
upset. It’s not you. It’s like music or really good TV. 
It's great fun. | certainly didn’t mean anything 
insulting. 

It's natural, now cowardly, not unsafe but not 
ugly, either. It really means a lot. When you share your 
hole with me. 

But only when it comes from your heart. 

Imagine all the things you and | can’t touch. 
Imagine what it must be like to learn you have cancer. 
Imagine what that must be like. To figure you've got 
only a very limited time left—what would you do? 
Imagine you're a black guy in a wheelchair and you 
have to ride in the street all the time ‘cause your 
neighborhood's got big fucking curbs. And you love 
basketball so much. You've got Chicago Bulls stickers 
on the back of your chair, and your favorite jacket is a 
Bulls warm-up. What's it like to live like that? What 
kind of mind is that? What's it like to be Laurie Dann 


or her father or mother? What's it like to have to fight 
the impulse to fuck your baby daughter and then give 
into it? Only to want to kill yourself afterward ‘cause 
she was so scared by the sweating and pumping and 
grunting and sperm? And what's it like to do it again 
and again and again? 

What's it like to be old? To be a helpless female 
like yourself? What's it like to be ugly and lonely or fat 
and gay or rich and stupid? 

You can share so much with me. Of yourself. Of 
your experience. Of your uniqueness. It’s a very 
special thing. It makes me feel very warm and safe 
and glad to be alive. Do you feel the same? 

Fucking like dogs is such a cozy feeling. 
Cumming on your siliconed tits and in your fat, greasy 
asshole and down your smelly wet throat, it's a rare 
opportunity to touch another's being. To become part 
of them. To have them bleed and puke and spit and 
cry all over you. 

And there's some really good records. Great songs 
about abortion and political torture and Satan and 
dead babies eating aspirin and environmental 
concerns and all sorts of marvelous causes like 
homelessness or the female struggle or the plight of 
slaves and the overly sensitive. 

And great TV, too. So many wonderful, gorgeous 
experiences to share and touch and be part of. You're 
a very special experience, dear. 

Thank you. Really, thanks very much, sweetheart. 


EIGHT 


“Heirens put the pieces of Suzanne under the 
faucet to wash away her blood. He ran his fingers over 
her clean skin and meat chunks. It is most probable 
that William jacked off as he viewed his sex work and 
the mutilated corpse of a six-year-old. He could have 
rammed his cock into the flesh mess or spilled his 
cum onto her cut-up head.” 

—from PURE #3. 


Dear Mrs. Anderson, 


Please pardon the intrusion. | realize you don’t 
know me and | feel uncomfortable writing to you as a 
stranger. It's just that | feel | know you so well now. 
I've followed your personal tragedy, the horrible loss of 
your dear daughter, for the past six months and, due 
to the massive media coverage, | feel almost like a 
close personal friend. It's proved difficult for me to 
see and hear such intimate details about your life and 
thoughts and feelings and yet remain an impartial 
observer. So, please forgive my familiarity—both in 
approaching you and in assuming you might want to 
hear my thoughts on how to deal with such a 
nightmare; such an intensely private nightmare that |, 
in all my effrontery and impudence, have attempted 
to understand and empathize as if we were family. 

I'm hoping, Mrs. Anderson, that you'll allow me 
the small amount of time it will take to read this 
letter and afford me the chance to share some of my 
personal thoughts and feelings. | think | can help. 

It’s been some time now since your daughter was 
stolen from you and I'm sure the pain is no less now 
than it was on the very first day you found out. | can 
only guess at how painful it must be for you to have 
to relive the incidents and memories, although | know 


your confusion and distress will never abate. Life can 
be so unfair. Life can be so cruel. | wonder why we 
ever expect it to be honorable and kind. 

| understand from some of the many interviews 
I've read with you and your husband that you've found 
solace through God. | understand that the reverend at 
St. John the Baptist Church has become very close 
and important to you these past months. It was the 
reverend who told you that little Lisa’s body had been 
found, wasn't it? And | was glad to see that you gave 
your press conferences at the church as well as Lisa's 
school—two institutions that represent the venerable 
sanctity of family life and honest morality. 

| wasn't able to attend the prayer groups during 
the search for Lisa, nor was | able to make it for her 
funeral as | would have liked to. | did, however, follow 
the events on TV and in the morning newspapers. | 
read the reverend’s words at the funeral mass and saw 
the photos of you and your husband walking behind 
the casket as the pall bearers carried Lisa out of the 
church. | also saw that wonderful photo of you and 
your husband holding tight to each other at the burial. 
I'm sure few people weren't touched deeply by that 
shot. Did you know that the papers described you as a 
handsome couple? They even detailed the clothes you 
wore to the funeral. It must have been very hard for 
you to pick out just the right outfit to wear for such 
an important occasion. 

And how absolutely awful it must have been for 
you to choose clothes for Lisa’s burial. I'm afraid the 
media didn't report what the little girl was wearing 
that last day with you—I know it was a closed-casket 
after all. They did report on how beautiful Lisa looked 
in the photo that was placed on top of the casket, 
however. Smiling; standing tip-toe in ballet shoes, 


pink shorts, and ponytails, as | understand it. Lisa 
was the perfect image of an innocent angel. Were you 
still able to feel pride at your God's little gift? Were 
you still grateful for her? 

| wonder what went through your mind as you and 
your husband stood so handsomely there at her 
casket. | understand both of you greeted all the 
mourners and visitors personally. Did these people's 
support help you through this time of great personal 
pain? Or were they a bother? Did you feel you had to 
put on a strong facade—or, perhaps, you felt you had 
to modify your grieving in some other way? It’s hard 
for me to understand what exactly you went through 
there at the funeral home and burial. I've thought a 
lot about it. 

I've thought about you every day since Lisa went 
missing. | don't think you've ever left my thoughts. 
I've seen you weather through the search, her missed 
birthday, the terrible discovery of her body, her burial 
and now, the adjustment and recovery. You, and your 
husband, have been very forthcoming with your pain. 
So many of your words have stayed with me. And | 
want to say, “Thank you” from deep within my heart 
for letting me really feel what you went through—your 
suffering and confusion and pain. It's an extraordinary 
feeling to share those most intimate moments. For 
example, | vividly recall yours and Mike’s words when 
Lisa's birthday came and went. Do you remember? Of 
course you do—you thought there was a chance that 
Lisa was still alive. You said: 

“We were planning her party when he took her. 
But now there won't be a party. Now there won't be 
anything until she comes home. We bought her stuff, 
but now she's not here to get it. | don’t know why you 
won't let her go if he’s got her.” 

| thought it was especially poignant that you 
included “if he’s got her” in that last statement. You 
already knew, in your heart of hearts, that Lisa was 
murdered, didn't you? Did you cling to hope? Or were 
you sure that your little girl was dead all the time 
during those weeks that the whole town searched the 
woods and rivers and neighboring communities? 

| remember your pleas to the abductor the first 
day and next: 

“| want him to know that he and anyone who 
knows about this must come forward—bring her 
home....We need all the help we can get. | can’t think 
of her out there in the fields. | can't think of 
anything. | am praying and hoping, praying so very 
hard. | just wonder if she’s cold, if she’s hungry. 
Please—just please—let her go.” 

| was very touched by your sad desperation—your 
powerlessness and vulnerability. | remember seeing 
your young and puffy face on TV. You were chewing 
your lower lip and staring down at the ground. You 
broke into tears at the end: 

“| just wish he'd let her go. | don’t know how 


someone could do this. She was just out for a bide 
ride, like any other day. | just don't see how it could 
happen.” 

Still, | think your most dramatic moment was on 
TV, when you kissed a small, pocket-sized photo of 
your little dear—your one and only seven-year-old 
baby—and tried to fight back the tears and stuttered 
your own personal message to Lisa through the 
cameraman’s lens: 

“| love you very much and | want you to come 
home. Happy birthday, my little girl.” 

The next day, the headlines read, LISA WILL BE 
8 TODAY and ABDUCTED GIRL'S BIRTHDAY—NO 
CELEBRATION UNTIL SHE COMES HOME. The 
articles told how you hadn't slept for days and how 
Lisa wanted another Cabbage Patch doll and how 
roses (Lisa's favorite flower at seven years old) and 
balloons had been delivered to your house. 

| need to know: At this time were you unsure 
about Lisa's almost certain death? Or were you being 
strong for the townspeople who came out in full force 
to search for her? Were you praying that she would be 
alright and unharmed? Or were you praying that she 
didn't suffer too long before her death? | think the 
pain of imagining your daughter alive and captive 
somewhere, without you—frightened and confused 
and hurt—would have been even more horrible to 
consider. Though | know you did. But did a mother's 
intuition tell you the truth? Did your innermost 
thoughts fight between the two worst scenarios you've 
ever imagined and yet, in some inexplicable way, 
gently reassure you by letting you know that Lisa 
wasn't still suffering? You were so genuine on TV. A 
composite picture of care and concern mixed with 
pain and longing. And your pleas were passionate and 
pure. | know you were sincere. You must have had evil 
nightmares. Could you see everything—were you 
forced to see your worst fears made flesh by uneasy, 
sweaty sleep? Was your capable of even conjuring up 
such horrible realities? 

I've watched your face on TV, Mrs. Anderson. I've 
seen the photos and read the quotes. | think you knew 
she was dead but you wouldn't admit it. But I'm not 
sure why. Was it dire optimism? Did you think you 
could stave off the inevitable if you refused to 
acknowledge it, if you refused to admit the 
possibilities or to picture them in your mind's eye? 
Some sort of surreal hope or fear against jinxing 
providence? 

Did praying help? Did it really help? Obviously, it 
didn't help change the situation—but did it help you 
get through those two long weeks of uncertainty? 
Perhaps it helped to think that God has a plan for 
everything? 

So many people seemed to be looking for you to 
remain strong, didn’t they? Could you feel such 
pressure? Or do you feel, more realistically, that these 


people were feeding on you and your pain? The people 
that worked fourteen-hour days for two weeks straight. 
The thirty-seven policing teams that rummaged 
through barns, corn fields, forests, and culverts. The 
boat crews that dragged the rivers and streams. The 
people that printed and distributed the thousands and 
thousands of posters and leaflets all emblazoned with 
Lisa’s smiling face. Or the woman that sold the PRAY 
FOR LISA buttons—one of which | bought—and 
raised more than thirteen hundred dollars for a reward 
fund. Did you feel somehow responsible for their 
attention? Did you play up to it? Do you feel they see 
you differently now—and that their treatment of you 
can never be the same? You are now “Lisa’s mom,” 
aren't you? Everyone feels so sorry for you. Does their 
pity, their prying, or careful politeness weigh heavily? 

I'm sorry, Mrs. Anderson, to be asking so many 
questions. But I'm hoping you'll see that someone—at 
least one person—cares about what's been going on 
with you. With you, directly. | feel | need to show you 
that I'm aware of the pain and bewilderment you 
suffer; the everyday horrors—that heightened 
sensitivity towards previously mundane actions and 
thoughts. | know Lisa's memory will be with you 
forever—but it's clouded and tainted now, isn’t it? A 
glance around your house and images of her playing, 
smiling, and laughing don't bring pleasure anymore, 
do they? No, I'm sure they don’t. These precious 
memories have become nightmarish needle pricks and 
hammer blows, I'll bet. 

Have you found an outlet for your rage? Pain 
Creates rage, and in your situation, one fraught with 
severe injustice and harsh, ugly reality, | would think 
the rage that builds in you has the potential to 
completely destroy you. A ventless cancer. 

Have you fought to remain the woman you were? 
Is that possible? Will you be forever jaded and bitter? 
How has your God helped you through these changes? 
Is there any way that you can look at the world—in 
every day—and see it as the same, small town with 
trustworthy people and friends and family and 
holidays? Your future has changed drastically, | 
understand, but have your dreams for your future 
changed? Did you create and mold your life entirely 
around Lisa? So many parents do. Their child 
becomes their personality. Their whole lives are built 
around the child and its future rather than their own. 

So much more than just your child has been 
taken from you. How did you ever stop yourself from 
committing suicide? I'm glad you did. Did you think 
about it? Do you think you can ever get over such 
thoughts? Have your loved ones helped you with your 
despair? | remember your father—Lisa’s grandfather— 
made a statement to the press. He said, “It’s a 
blessing so many people have come together because 
of this.” 

| remember seeing your dad on TV. | know he 


greeted mourners at the church and he told the 
newspeople that you felt some measure of relief now 
that Lisa had been found. But he added that you 
cried every day since she went missing and you 
continued to cry even after the body had been found. 
As | said earlier, | don’t think there has been any 
relief for you. | wonder if there ever will be. 

The funeral must have been nothing compared to 
the details you must have suffered through just two 
days earlier. All the shops in town that hung up signs: 
CLOSED FRIDAY FROM 10 A.M. TO NOON IN 
MEMORY OF LISA. The mile-long procession. The 
hundreds of people who came up to you and told you 
how Lisa's photo atop the casket told of a happy 
childhood and the perfect image of a younger you. 
None of those things—those tired rituals—could have 
penetrated the wall your mind must have raised to 
keep out the details of your daughter's brutal murder. 

Your husband told the world that you were 
“hurting” on the day of discovery. He said you were in 
a quiet room at the church and that he was going to 
stay with you there. And that's all we would know for 
that frantic, hellish day. 

The end of whatever hope there was—indeed, a 
day to remember. | understand Lisa was found naked, 
her clothes torn and bundled just a few hundred feet 
from her body. She had been raped and strangled. 
She had been dumped in a drainage ditch and 
weighed down with large rocks. Her legs were sticking 
out into river rock, and her lungs had filled with 
water. She was only seven. 

Lisa is so real to me. My thoughts of her 
frequently meld the newspaper descriptions into a 
living, breathing, tiny human being. | can see her lips 
move and her teeth glisten, her cheeks dimple and 
eyes crinkle and bat. | can see her long, brown hair 
fall across her cute face and be whisked back by her 
gentle, soft fingers. 

| know her face and body and the personality it 
projected by memory now. I've grafted the newspaper 
details into my brain so as to never forget her. But | 
struggle with the image. And | know you do as well. 
You have to. And it must be so much more brutal and 
evil and real for you. | see her frame the way she was 
found in the ditch. She had a small, second-grader’s 
body and the weather and river had already eaten 
away at parts of her flesh and bone. She had light- 
brown hair and dark brown eyes. Her two top front 
teeth were missing. Recovered from the ditch, in 
water only two or three feet deep, just next to her 
body, was her favorite necklace—the one she would 
never go outside without. What did you do with that 
necklace, Mrs. Anderson? Did you bury it with her? It 
was pink with white letters that spelled LISA—how 
darling. Do you think Lisa held it before she died—is 
it possible that she reached out for it? Could it have 
been so special to her? 


Lisa was four feet tall and weighted only fifty 
pounds. On her last day on earth she wore a purple 
polo shirt with green trim, a lighter shade purple tank 
top, blue jeans, and pastel-pink tennis shoes. Did you 
keep these clothes? Or did the police keep them for 
evidence (as | would imagine)? Do you ever want them 
back? What would you do with them? Have you kept 
all Lisa's clothes and toys and trinkets and books and 
games? What about her bike—the one she was pulled 
off of before she was thrown into a stranger’s back 
seat and raped and murdered? 

You know so much more about the real girl—your 
girl, your flesh and blood, your child. There’s so much 
that the media can't report and couldn't hope to 
accurately convey. And | hope you'll forgive my 
presumptions about her—| know that | really know 
nothing at all. 

| don't know what she was like when she played 
with her friends. Or how she acted when she got mad 
or difficult or sad. | can't see her, remember her, in 
her father’s lap or in your arms. What she was like, | 
can only wonder, to walk hand-in-hand with? To pick 
up and cuddle. To put to bed with a gentle kiss on the 
forehead. To watch her at the dinner table and teach 
her manners. To listen to her cute stories about her 
friends and favorite TV shows and pop heroes. | don't 
know her favorite toys or cute little phrases or jokes. 

| can't see her sleeping in her room. | don't know 
what things there made her happy or were important 
to her. Are you going to keep her room exactly the way 
it was before she died? Did you force her to make her 
bed before she went out to play? Was her room tidy 
and neat? Messy and comfortable? Can you ever 
straighten it up and throw out her belongings, 
perhaps, keeping just a few precious mementos? 
Certainly, you won't be able to box everything up and 
stick it in the attic or give it to the Goodwill. Do you 
think you'll ever be able to use that room in your 
house for anything else? It will always be Lisa’s room, 
won't it? 

You were hanging up the laundry when you found 
out that Lisa had been abducted. l'Il bet you can’t 
even perform such acts now. Are your thoughts 
entirely controlled by this heinous crime and terrific 
loss? Are even the most menial, knee-jerk tasks now 
subject to uncontrollable recollections of Lisa? Are all 
your memories harsh and painful and ugly? 

| do imagine that everything you do—everything 
you think and feel—is going to be governed by this 
tragedy for a great long time. But I’m sure you'll be 
able to laugh again. And without feeling guilty about 
it. But, right now, that seems impossible, doesn't it? | 
don’t mean to sound impertinent or cold, but you 
certainly will never get over the pain and loss and, 
honestly, | don’t think you ever should. It’s important 
to feel Lisa's misfortune both for her and for you. How 
else will you be able to understand reality? It was your 


decision to have Lisa. She was your responsibility 
when she walked the earth, and she'll continue to be 
your responsibility. There was nothing you could do for 
Lisa as far as her abduction and murder goes—your 
responsibility lies firmly with memory. And your 
memories should answer all your pain with the 
reasons you had Lisa in the first place. To make her 
happy and complete and to fill your life with meaning 
and importance. 

You have nothing to take care of now. You might 
feel like you're only living to die. The world will surely 
stop turning when you pass away. Lisa meant your 
whole life to you. She was demanding—as all children 
are—on your time and patience. But children demand 
more than our constant attention, don’t they? They 
demand that you give over everything you are to them. 
They become everything you are. And you pour 
everything you are and everything you have and 
everything you could be and could have into them. 
The void left in your life is so much more than 
missing a precious and loved one. It's a lack of 
devotion. It's abandonment in a cold, dark, and empty 
space. The killer who took Lisa from you robbed you 
of everything your personality—your spirit—had come 
to be, and he has left you raw and exposed to 
universal indifference. 

| hope you have reassurance in God. God, I'm 
sure, and religion and the promise of an eternal 
afterlife of bliss should provide you with comfort and 
the strength to carry on. 

Is silence just too painful for you now? How about 
your husband's affections? Your family’s? Do they 
seem too much—too forced or empty in light of your 
sudden desolation? 

Or, perhaps, your pain has turned into frustration 
and anger? A rage with direction and reason? Do you 
hate the man who caused you and Lisa so much pain, 
so much that you've allowed that hate to focus and 
control your thoughts? Does that particular hatred 
take the edge off your misery? Does the specter of 
this evil and heartless man fill the void in your soul? | 
can understand that. 

What kind of man would do such a bestial thing? 
It's impossible to feel pity or sympathy toward such a 
person, isn't it? | think it’s because they live another 
kind of existence—one where people don’t matter and 
feelings don't belong. And even though, as most 
studies indicate, these men are themselves victims of 
all sorts of horrible abuse and trauma, | still find it 
impossible to think that they don’t will these events in 
very careful, calculated, and deliberate conscience. 
They have a philosophy that would seem to go along 
with their quest for damage and destruction and 
selfless satisfaction. And they're fine with their time 
on earth. They don't suffer. Not like you suffer. They 
way you feel pain with every breath, and loss and 
emptiness with every thought. And it makes your pain 


deeper, doesn't it, to think that this monster is still 
at-large? It makes you seethe and hate all the more. 


This man—this total stranger—has proven himself 


capable of a crime that created such an immense 
cavity in your soul that, perhaps, the only way to plug 
it up will be by becoming the person you never 
thought you could let yourself become. You almost 
have to allow yourself the chance to be consumed by 
hatred and blinded by confusion over injustice and 
human cruelty, so that everything else that was 
previously important to you—empathy, sympathy, 
gentleness, care, and concern—doesn't kill you by 
their weight and unmanageability. Those things you 


thought were real before are now too cumbersome and 


ungainly. Those feelings have to be changed. The 
lines in your face, the stretch marks on your belly, 
and the gray in your hair all must attest to something 
new. Something unplanned and unprepared for. 
Something that reflects how life truly is. Something 
that blots out all the tenderness and care and 
fantastic daydreams and naive misconceptions about 
love and equality. Something true and real. 

| don't know the answers to provide so that your 
confusion and hurt and loneliness could be lessened. 
| don't know what someone can do for someone like 
you. | know that you'll be a new person, starting from 
the day Lisa was abducted and continuing on, forever 
forming, until the day you die. You know, I'm sure 
you'll learn more about yourself and your friends and 
families and your place here on earth. Perhaps you 
can find some modicum of comfort in the start of a 
new beginning. A new outlook. A new life. 


Good luck, best wishes, 


SPECIAL 


ONE 


This is what you like. 


You like scenes like that. 

When those two boys pull their pants down. When 
you see their smaller crumpled uncircumcised cocks 
and budding balls. Black Italian pubic hair and their 
stomachs with teenage muscles boarding down at 
their thighs. 

That little boy hops up on that medical table with 
that bright playful smile. His penis was so thin. And 
jutted out straight like the tiniest hard-on. The size of 
a half roll of dimes, but soft, very soft with 
transparent dark Japanese skin with a thin nib of 
foreskin and a tight nut of tender balls set right up 
and safe. Just two fingers around its width and soft 
pinch motions like a careful tweeze. 

That emaciated mouth with its gaunt dark five-o’- 
clock features and deep set AIDS death eyes shutting 
and collapsing in a fattish pair of naked thighs. A 
huge fat hard cock standing straight up and out and 
greasy from base to thick red knob for the death knell 
mouth. Who's too tired to suck to completion. Who's 
out of breath and near imploding just from working on 
what he wants: that long heavy fuck stick dripping 
with his life, his disease, his absolutely everything in 
every waking moment. 

You unzip the space between those black jeaned 
legs and reach your palm inside. Your other hand 
moves to pop the button at his waist and you quickly, 
magically, drop the pants and shorts to his bent knees 
all in one breeze. Half soft, not near hard long cock 
that you jimmy back and up taking in its thickness 
and length and malleability. You like it that way. Long 
and getting longer but not dedicated to the fast quick 
pump designed for nothing else but frenzied 
mechanical worry. You want to see it now. And maybe 


impress. And stick your finger inside the piss hole. 
That you spread with two pinching fingers and leer 
inside the reluctant slit lips. Taste it wet with your 
sloppy tongue, envelop with your breathy mouth. Over 
the head and down, raise back up and stroke the base 
with your tongue. Then look at it: glistening hard 
cock, red and veiny and meaty and do those pulls. 
That slink. That limb. That pack of egg jutted hairy 
weight in your hand, cup its warm heat base with the 
tips of your fingers. Now lick and suck and run 
through your head again. Suck it all in. Lick it all up, 
hot hard muscle with balls and cum inside waiting for 
your head to just suck it all out; just lick and taste 
the pre-cum and that hard shaft and bulbous fat 
helmet with its defined raised edges. Smooth tough 
head and sliding thin skin that takes a tight 
unfrightened untender fist to move and give. Stroke 
fast with your hand, now your empty head, now with 
your fingers and lose any sense of position or care 
except that fat suckable cock in your hands; in your 
face; inside your sick little hot mouth. That bubble 
dot salt lick cum, thick wads of splooshing digested 
smelly greasy jism. Cloudy white and watery and 
uncontrollably splashing out and spitting sperm on 
your face mouth and hair and chest and shirt and 
pants and you're kneeling in it. 

Because this position has become more... 
interesting for you. Another wall. Another what... 
tongue, hand, another short dicked middle-aged loser 
that's too scared to suck it and only wants to see it. 
Wants to jerk it; caress it and, if he’s really daring, to 
stick his little tongue out and just—lick—the shaft 
never going near the head. The kind you pull out and 
have to look down to see if your cock's wet at all. 


